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PRELUDE. 



Oh I for a life of ages to enquire 
Into the wonderfiil, the true, the bright ; 
Oh I for a pen dipt in a stream of fire. 
To chromcle in lines of Kving light 
The crowding forms that burst on fancy's sight 
Oh I for such language as the Angelic train 
Utters in song before His throne, to write 
The perishing thought ; for human words are vain 
To clothe the evanescent creatures of the brain* 



So some rapt painter's night-bom visions see 
Distinct, unveil'd a moment to*his eyes. 
The tremulous outline of Divinity ; 
Instant he starts, and on the canvass tries 
To catch the fleeting image 'ere it flies ; 
Compares the faulty colours with his dream ; 
Owns the work vain, and o'er his labour sigh*— 
But hush — ^these querulous complainings seem 
Unfit— enough that I may deck an humble theme. 
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Not of vast cities^ nor of mighty wars^ 
Heroic deeds^ the birth of gods and kings^ 
Nor Commerce seeking undiscovered shores^ 
My rustic muse^ tho' far too boldly, sings ; 
But as a young bird, on time-practis'd wings 
The Empyrean mounts with longer flight, 
For loftier themes, in louder strains, she springs ; 
Surveys new scenes with newly strengthen'd sight; 
Yet loves the fields and groves where first she saw the light 



Here not alone, as in first youth she wont. 
Her warblings are of hilLand daisied vale. 
Of leafy woS, or grassy-margiu'd fount, 
The sunny streamlet, and the shadowy dale ; 
With sterner voice she would essay the tale 
Of human passions check'd not in their rage. 
And the sad meed of which they aeldom faa ; 
So love and falsehood mingle in the page. 
And all the various acts of man usurp the stage. 
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CANTO I. 



He who hath stray'd by silver Darrent' side. 
If the more beaten track his steps forsook. 
Perchance hath mark'd a noiseless current glide 
Into its bosom from a winding brook ; 
Nor distant far, reclaim'd from woods, a nook 
Under the shelter of a friendly hill. 
Where nodding beech and feathery larch o'erlook 
A simple cot beside the pent-up rill. 
Which, from its course aside, there turns a noisy milL 



Thrown o'er the streamlet, by its bending ridge 
A tree gives access to that quiet place. 
Where those who trust them to the slippery bridge 
And slender rail, oft love to lean, and trace 
O'er the green flags the rapid waters ract? 
The narrow slope of velvet sward around 
A few tall hops with dark luxuriance grace ; 
The cot itself with creeping flowers is bound 
Up to the gabled thatch, with ivied chimnies crown'd. 
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High o'er the rustic porch long taught to twine. 
Fair clematis her purple sister greets. 
And blushing roses blend with eglantine. 
Colours with colours vie, and sweets with sweets ; 
On either side beneath, two time-worn seats 
Of polish'd oak on rude supporters spring ; 
Secure from rains or dews, or mists or heats — 
Dear spot I what checkered memories dost thou bring. 
Scene of the latest joys and earliest griefs I sing. 



Oft, but it boots not how long since, were seen 
Two figures close together seated there. 
When evening winds breath'd through the leafy screen ; 
An old man one, with silvery-flowing hair. 
And forehead wrinkled o'er by time or care ; 
The other, in fresh youth, a playful child. 
Whose flaxen locks fell o'er her shoulders fair ; 
And when he press'd her ringlets waving wild. 
She ever and anon look'd up at him, and smil'd. 



'Twas thus they mostly sate ; an ancient book. 
With brazen clasps, upon his knees was spread ; 
The while with trembling tones, and anxious look. 
From off the old black-letter'd page she read. 
To whose dark lines his pointing finger led ; 
Upon an ebon stick the old man leant. 
And with attentive ear inclin'd his head ; 
With eyes half clos'd, and body forward bent. 
He listen'd how the tales of former ages went 
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She read of British Arthur and his knights ; 
The lays which Troubadours were wont to sing ; 
Of Crusoe's isle, and Walter Manny's fights ; 
Of Mandeville, and Polo's wandering ; 
Of Richard, England's lion-hearted king ; 
And Saladin, the Desert's courteous child ; 
Of Gins obedient to the lamp or ring; 
Of lives by Plutarch's charming toil compiled ; 
And necromantic legends fanciful and wild. 



And sometimes he would nod and feign to sleep ; 
Then would she close the book and archly sing 
To him some childish lullaby, or creep 
On tip-toe to the water's edge, and bring 
Her lap fall of fresh leaves and flowers, to fling 
Her dewj load upon his locks of grey ; 
Then would he start in time to see her spring 
Far from his reach, and laughing bound away ; 
CaU her his rosy rogue, and shake his stick in play. 



Short is the tale of that old man's career ; — 
He stood alone, and had outliv'd his race ; 
For in his boyhood each returning year 
Found at his father's hearth some vacant place. 
And robb'd him of some sweet familiar face. 
Till he was left a solitary man. 
With sunken eye and slow dejected pace : 
Long time an unobtrusive course he ran. 
Thinking to finish out his days as they began. 
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The neighbours mark'd his settled gloom with pain, 
Whene'er they stopp'd before his busy mill — 
Their waggons laden with the golden grain— 
And sometimes forced him^ sore against his will^ 
To mingle in their village sports^ until 
With many a merry jest the green was rife ; 
For rising hopes and joys began to fill 
His breast : he took him home a gentle wife ; 
And ties unfelt before bound him again to life. 



He had known sorrow early, but the cup 
Of tears and bitterness was not yet dried : 
The dregs remain'd, and he must drink them up ; 
For scarce two little years were pass'd, his bride 
Lay in the church-yard by his mother's side. 
He press'd his infant daughter to his breast; 
He watch'd her growth with melancholy pride. 
Till like a bird she left her parent nest. 
And with her husband sought the islands of the West 



Letters at first came frequently, and told 
Of all the wonders of that land of light ; 
Spake of returning soon with stores of gold ; 
More seldom then they reach'd him, for a blight 
Had fall'n o'er all the hopes that erst were bright : 
At length he heard from unknown hands, that she 
(Her husband murder'd in tumultuous fight) 
Embarking, broken-hearted, died at sea ; 
And left unto his charge her little Mabel Lee. 
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In all God's trials of our life, the blow 
Falls lightest when the frame has weakest grown ; 
So this last loss laid not the old man low. 
But he would sit beside the stream and moan 
For hours ; and rock upon a mossy stone 
His feeble limbs, and with half-stifled sighs 
Ever repeat ** Alone — alone— alone," 
Casting up piteous glances to the skies. 
Until a stranger brought his grandchild to his eyes. 



She had her mother's look, her silken curls ; 
And when the old man saw her first he wept ; 
Soon she became his gem, his pearl of pearls ; 
The flow'r that round the wither'd oak had crept. 
Oft to her cot with noiseless feet he stept. 
Hung o'er her dreams ; parted her loosen'd hair ; 
Conn'd o'er each tranquil feature as she slept ; 
Wept o'er his charge ; breath'd over her a prayer ; 
Smil'd at her sleeping smile, and kiss'd her forehead fair 



Till the child starting stretch'd her tiny arms 
To him who broke her rest, when he would press 
Close to his heart her thousand infant charms 
Fresh and renew'd by sleep to loveliness ; 
Or woo her slumbers back with a caress. 
Surely, he thought, he could not love her more ; 
But when with lisping, prattling, playfulness 
She clombe his knees, and begg'd for tales of yore. 
Each day he found his love gi'ow mightier than before. 
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When first she came, around her neck was hung 
A chain of silver, with a cross of jet. 
Which, in the characters of some strange tongue. 
Bore mystic words ; — perchance an amulet. 
Perchance a parting token of regret. 
It had been clasp'd there by the tremulous hand 
Of Love, or by fond Superstition set, 
A seal of safety, in that Western land, 
Where charms, 'tis thought, repel Misfortune's threat'ningband. 



Oft as the old man tum'd it o'er and o'er. 
He could attach no meaning to the signs ; 
But when he mused on legendary lore. 
On saintly relics brought from distant shrines. 
On magic stones dug from the depth of mines. 
And fairy gifts dipt in some haunted well, 
Grav'd or inscrib'd with wonder-working lines. 
Whose hidden sense no mortal man might tell. 
He joy'd his child had got an ill-preventing spell. 



So Mabel, a fresh thing of light and smiles, 
Rear'd amid flowers, in simple beauty grew ; 
Soothing the old man's heart with winning wiles ; 
Loving him more as years unheeded flew ; 
For he had taught the little all she knew : 
To pray to God ; to read, to write ; to tend 
The buds that in their simple garden blew ; 
Till like a sunward plant he saw her bend 
To him, her best, her early, and her only friend. 



For him she watch'd the first young flowers that rise, 
For him the prettiest of them all she sought. 
For color chosen, scent, or shape or size, 
And every morning through the summer brought 
A fresh cut bunch with pearly dew-drops fraught. 
With what a graceful contrast Nature shows 
Youth, when such gentle minist'ring is wrought. 
And hoary Age ; — so in a garden blows 
A stately lily bending o'er a budding rose. 



Thus seventeen years had seen new graces start. 
Fairer than all the country round could claim. 
Not more from Mabel's stature than Her heart. 
Till many a lover breath'd the maiden's name 
In the rude chivalry of rustic game. 
Though in the village she was seldom seen 
The live-long year, save when the Spring-time came. 
When May had trick'd the ground in livelier green. 
And of the rural sports she was the chosen Queen. 



Nor only those whose healthfiil blood ran free. 
Sparkling like ruby wine, through every vein, 
Sigh'd for the love of fair young Mabel Lee ; 
For there was one who on the sportive plain 
Might never vie with the contending train : 
His hectic cheek, pale brow, and shrunken form 
Fore-told Disease's^slow consumptive pain : 
Too poor to bask where Fortune's sun shines warm, 
He was alike unframed to struggle with its storm. 



8 



Yet was he curst with aims^ and thoughts^ and taste^ 
The stock of Nature's true gentility : 
Longing for bright things far beyond him placed, 
Doom'd till an early death to poverty, 
He seera'd but bom to suffer and to die — 
Why are such beings from the stockish crowd 
Singled, as 'twere but to be blasted — why 
With such beginnings, feeling, ends, endow'd ? 
Ask your own hearts and fear ; ye wise, and rich, and proud I 



Little did Mabel, when she paus'd to greet 
The lonely sufferer (he would often steal 
Upon her path) with kind words, doubly sweet 
Because she pitied his misfortunes, feel 
She but inflamed a love she could not heal : 
And when he might have quell'd his doubts and fears. 
Silence upon his lips still set her seal : — 
So sympathy but fell upon his ears 
Like dew on wither'd flowers, to wash his heart with tears. 



'Twas not for liim, such was his delicate thought. 
Nay 'twould disprove his love, with selfish pray'r 
To ask the maid his miserable lot 
With its privations, evils, wants, to share. 
She was a creature far too bright for care. 
He look'd upon her as a gem, or star. 
For gaze, or worship, not for reach or wear : 
Could he do aught her happy fate to mar — 
Be such a selfish wish from Hubert's bosom far. 



There were deep thoughts, deep feelings, and deep loTe, 
Sleeping in Mabel's virgin heart ; although 
The unbroken surface was all smooth above. 
It wanted not much patient search below 
To bring to light and bid their fulness flow : 
As when some spring beneath the earth hath lain 
For yealrs scarce hid, when art or chance shall show 
The secret source, its bursting fountains gain 
The air, and welling waters gush o'er all the plain. 



But though the girl was innocent as fair. 
Pure and untainted as a silken snood. 
She had not known a Mother's gentle care. 
That guardian angel bearing heavenly food, 
Whereon the hearts of little children brood. 
True the old man had lov'd her as his own, 
And his afiection wrought whate'er it could ; 
But still no Mother's arms were round her thrown — 
Ah 1 what that maiden lost may ne'er be told or known. 



Her eighteenth summer came — ^when early mom 
Heard the damp mower whet with tuneful hone 
His dewy scythe, nor yet the rip'ning corn 
To its full ear on golden stems had grown. 
When the green grass-hopper's shrill-chirrup'd tone 
Clack'd through the meadows ; when the partridge brood 
On wings unpractis'd .from its nest had flown. 
And the young pheasant strutted through the wood. 
There came a lonely youth to dwell by Darrent's flood. 
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By Darrent's flood he came to make his home 
Unknown, if it might be, unnotic'd too ; 
By Darrent's flood he came to muse and roam. 
To image out the Beautiful and New ; 
To hold deep commune with swift thought that flew, 
Nor by the bounds of space nor time confin'd ; 
And where the breath of Heav'n untainted blew. 
To cast the World, its pleasures, cares, behind. 
And solace by himself an ever restless mind. 



A little spaniel was his only friend, 
(Pure in his downward breed from that sleek pack 
That erst our merry Monarch used attend) 
With glossy coat, and eyes of liquid black 
That ever follow'd close his master's track, 
Springing far forward with a nimble bound. 
Or in his gambols rushing wildly back. 
Cringing, and barking with a joyous sound. 
And in elastii; course careering madly round. 



Through the whole village spread the swift report. 
Circling in many a shrewd yet vague surmise ; — 
He was an angler lur'd by love of sport. 
Now a young noble in assum'd disguise ; 
A mourner, then, who shunn'd intrusive eyes ; 
Again, the student's mid-night lamp he fed ; 
But baffling the conjectures of the wise. 
He never fish'd, or swore, or wept, or read — 
So all the elders could, was shake the sapient head. 
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But when the neighbours saw him, day by day. 
Emerging from his cot at sultry noon. 
Take down the road his solitary way, 
Pausing but while he threw some child a boon. 
Habit decreas'd their wonder — ^scarce the Moon 
Had rounded her sharp horns, their caps on high 
Were rais'd respectful, and acknowledg'd soon ; 
Full many a maid too, as he pass'd her by, 
Look'd at his gallant form, and fain had caught his eye. 



O'er him with lavish hand had Nature thrown 
Charms in each chisell'd featurei»of his face. 
And in his weU proportioned Kmbs were shewn 
Strength scarcely knit by years, and easy grace. 
Like rivals striving for superior place. 
His was the lofty mien, the honour'd name 
Borne stainless by a rich and ancient race ; 
So at his birth the youthful Gerald came 
Unto a goodly heritage of wealth and fame. 



Had he been bred upon the mountain side, 
Watching the giant shadows pillow'd lie 
On heather-purpled crags and torrent's pride. 
Staining their brightness with a transient dye. 
His spirit had been all simplicity — 
E'en as it was, sometimes apart from men. 
He had observ'd the ever changing sky. 
The wood, the rock, the river, and the glen. 
And knew them well enough to love them — ^now and then I 
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He was the last of that time-honour'd line^ 
His father's hope, his first and only child ; 
Who when he saw his son superior shine 
In talents o'er his youthfiil plaj-mates^ smil'd. 
Nor check'd his passions when they rose as wild 
As tempest shocks^ until beyond controul 
God's image in the boy had been defil'd — 
Would that the tides of that impetuous soul 
Within an even channel had been taught to roll. 



But no — ^he had been train'd to dazzle courts. 
And well his mentors must have known their trade. 
For he was skill'd in all the princely sports ; 
His mind with glittering gew-gaws was array'd, 
Like a rich cabinet of gems, display'd 
For ornament, not usefulness — ^his heart 
Was left un-wrought in its own central shade. 
That quicker the keen hands of curious art 
Might polish the outside, the superficial part 



Thus iU-prepar'd he plung'd into excess' 
Devouring whirlpool with a headlong haste ; 
To mourn in after times his wastefulness. 
Ardour and loftiest energies misplac'd ; 
Talents misused, high genius all disgrac'd — 
He pluck'd that specious fruit whence ashes fall ; 
He drank those draughts, sweet to the incipient taste, 
But which soon cloying the dull'd palate pall. 
And leave upon the sense the bitterness of gall. 
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But at a distance men he found show best, 
Like strong lined daubs, with hasty charcoal bum'd ; 
He long'd for fame, he heard his name a jest ; 
He squandered wealth, ingratitude was eam'd — 
Their meanness and their gaieties he spum'd ; 
So sick at heart, and with a lip that curl'd 
Disdainful, from men's palaces he turn'd 
With a proud step, and bending brow that hurl'd 
His parting challenge, hate, defiance, to the world. 



How little did he know himself — a year 
Pass'd in seclusion, he would back be borne 
To the wild follies of his past career ; 
The restlessness by which his mind was torn 
He took for hate — satiety for scorn — 
E'en while he fancied he defied, he fled — 
'Twas by hurt vanity he had been drawn 
To that sequester'd spot to hide his head. 
And trace the winding streams that through the vallies led. 



So on the grass for hours he lov d to lie 
Stretch'd by the banks of Darrent's silver tide. 
Watching the trout dash at the speckled fly, 
A moment show his crimson spotted side. 
Then to the flags swift as a sun-beam glide. 
And oft the waters with continued rush, 
^ (Sleep and the Muses were of old allied) 
His senses almost to repose would hush. 
When forth in poetry his thoughts were wont to gush. 
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Thus listless he would lie supine till eve, 
Propp'd on his elbow by the water's brink. 
And chains of song, as children daisies, weave. 
Fancy to fancy joining, link by link; 
Till the stag led his dappled herd to drink ; 
And the pale water lily's timid bud. 
Conscious of coming night, began to shrink. 
Folding its bell ; nor longer in the flood 
The swaUow dipp'd her bosom stain'd with guilty blood. 



There was a little pathway, scarcely seen. 
Which unobtrusive wound beneath the hill. 
Crossing o'er many a meadow grassy green. 
By Darrent and its tributary rill. 
It wander'd from the village to the mill : 
Alders and hazels mingling o'er it grew ; 
It dipp'd and rose with such fantastic will. 
And, twisting, so its snake-like length it drew. 
That turn by crooked turn it stole upon the view. 



'Twas not much trodden o'er by rustic feet. 
So down it often lonely Gerald stray'd. 
Secure at once from noise and mid-day heat, 
Entic'd there by the coolness and the shade. 
Or the faint breeze that on the waters play'd ; 
Till one day, at a sudden turn, he saw 
Stand on the bank, our Mabel, tearful maid. 
Gazing upon the rippled stream that bore. 
Wafted on cruel wave, her kerchief from the shore. 
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" Hey Prince," he cried, and instant in the brook 
To point his course a hasty pebble flung ; 
Obedient to his master's hand and look. 
Swift from the bank the conscious spaniel sprung. 
Plunging broad water-lily leaves among ; 
Nor scarcely had the farthest dancing round 
Broke on the verge, when with a bark that rung 
Joyous, he seized the prize, and with a bound. 
At Gerald's feet he laid it dripping on the ground. 



With courteous bow and sweetly winning smile 
Gerald returned her handkerchief, and she 
Less by her timid words than looks the while 
Thank'd the kind stranger for his courtesy. 
Which, interrupting with some well-tim'd plea. 
Alarm — regret — he walk'd with her the banks 
Of river and of bropk, till Mabel Lee 
At home had told of Prince's tricks and pranks. 
And Gerald had been forc'd to check the old man's thanks. 



Though press'd he would not stay, but ere he went 
One favour he would beg if he might dare — 
He hoped his gentle hostess would consent, 
Nay he was sure she would, to grant his pray'r — 
It was a triflmg gift he was aware. 
But Prince had serv'd her at her hour of need ; 
He could not trust him then to better care — 
Prince was sagacious ; of the purest breed — 
He could take no denial — ^Prince was hers indeed. 
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Mabel had never seen, nor dreamt in truths 
Nor had the girl's imagination drawn 
The presence of so beautiftd a youth, 
Radiant with freshness as the beaming mom — 
With such a gaUant, manly carriage borne ; 
His face was not less faultless than his mind — ■ 
'Twas the old tale — the rose without a thorn — 
He was so generous, so soft, so kind. 
So good — ^ah I me, how well has Love been painted blind. 



When the day broke she left her weary bed — 
Weary, for sleep mates not with anxious thought. 
To find the faithless, captive Prince liad fled — 
Vainly and sad the garden through she sought. 
Till with a smile the handsome stranger brought 
The wandering truant back with an excuse : 
^^ It was affection that such tricks had taught ; 
Which would be surely cured by time and use ; 
His fortune could he guess, he would not fly though loose." 



Awhile he stay'd, he prais'd her pretty flowers. 
The beauty of the spot, the shady trees. 
The freshness of the mill-stream scattering showers 
Of diamond sparkles on the morning breeze. 
He sought her hives ; he watched the busy bees, 
Returning homeward with their waxen load — 
How could such kind attentions fail to please ? 
So when he tum'd to leave that sweet abode. 
Unconsciously she stay'd to watch him down the road. 
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Now scarce a day went by^ but Gbrald cama 
Unbid^ but not iinlooked for^ to her home ; 
Nor had he long some trite excuse to frame^ 
But soon beyond the garden would they roam 
Where the stream dash'd from the mill-wheel in foam : 
They linger'd o'er it witli a fond delay; 
They read together &om that ancient tome ; 
Till Mabel miss'd him when he was away^ 
And thought the hour he came the happiest of the day. 



They sate them down under a witch-elm's shade^ 
Whose roots the mossy green-sward carpeted^ 
While on those old black-letter'd pages^ laid 
Open before them^ and on either head 
The sun dropp'd down his lozeng'd patch-work^ shed 
Through the wind-shaken branches tremblingly. 
And their locks mingled, floating, as they read. 
With soft slow voices and dilated eye. 
Some legend — such as this — of long past century : — 



€i)e Eegenii of Eude l^lt 

% nOAt liali, toitii it^ turreteH toall, 
tBsi^ tf^ ^Z^aron of Eutie'ier {)ome^ 

Witfy a imbe tiomain of pOi m^ plaitv 
H^dere tf^ tuilti lertag loteti to toam^ 
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'€tDaier a iocnip plate tl^ 5Z&anm'$r C^e, 
%0 ebec tpt m^ jsree : 

jpjonti ti^ tootis( of t|^ l^atam^oni tcte. 

fac &om £^ tDoi^ alone it lettot^ 

jf^oc otiieir jefl^ntli Iste^ neac> 
^ttt t|^ tncltlh^ tin tot eber lerttU 

jpIotD^ out ftom it fte^ aid clear* 



molteit gjbijif jss tl^ le^tteatn loot^ i^^ 

f et ti\e \nXiasf tnedSx ^ifyceaik fiadt aftaiti, 
€|^' ti[ie tnabe IfotD'ti calm aie ttolD* 

foe oib men leraili t|)at tl^ fornix of t|^ tieati 

%\ms t^ hmk looufii glance 
W^ t^ moonlisl^ fell in t^ liawtteti toell, 

3llt^ t^ Gained came l^txt to ttance. 

31 imob) not> in ^ootl^ if t^ sepoiie t^ taxt^, 
5Z&ut &ea$et^ of tl^ 3elti, 'tina^ i^ng, 

%t6t t^ Bitbjsr of ti^ ait, ttri[|o branii hut t^, 
H^if^ fipeek ioitl^ t^ Iruman tongue. 



7 

r 
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'€tDai^ tl^ext one tiap a tiptng jBitag lap 

(^tOi near 1^ a i^antitqr lioitttfi) 
!l^ tia^Uti jeritie toair fiiQ in tlte tttie 

Wf^eu {|e Ml iDttl^ |^ lats^ botinli* 

t^ S^anm at^ ftmme, a cottctip tiame, 

^nti gue jft at^ pp loere near : 
^t^ ti)e green PO^ rounti gaDe badft ti|e iroutd 

4^f tl^ Iruttter' jT merrp etieer. 

€||e foamp ffedEi on ti)e touriB^er'jBt necii, 

f^ tDttti at^ leetarttng epe» 
i^tjis mane all tKinit» anb |tjE( i)ea))tn0 flanii» 

€oUi tl^ tiatti d^e gone lip : 

I 

4^ ti^ jjteq^ pll preieet loitl^oitt a tt$t, 

€{|e isstream otier ttiM ^ flj^> 
l^oiD litiir Geet ti& jETj^um tj[)e tranqrl^ ftm 

€l|at in t||e Gar tialli^ grdo. 

<@n tl^ tieer'isr \Ke9$t imeit a tterger, tireien: 

%ti gn^ of ftinoiin green : 
%vity 1^ insfifit ItmnUi a fiiil clear leouttb, 

€1^ tieatlHtote 'tliia$r» S[ taieen* 

c 2 
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€|ien> tiratotiv lltie^ ftntCe to taiie ^ it&, 
]^e jpauise'lk, at^ tl^ quoti^ fie :— 

** !ai9p ton, if it pleante, ts^ liart of greajsre 
'' Jbfm^ £sH iip none ftut tfiee." 

€o per mertp nien> quotl) Sorti Xucie t|ien > 

** 'CijET fitlp jETatti at^ bone ; 
**f\Al ntanp a niiie» in gallant jttpie» 

'* €i)ijEr no&le jsrtag l^atl^ nm : 



** 'CtDair earlie$% motn tol^ {)outd ann |oni 
"* dS^ionntjsrdi 1^ team ti^ tiale; 

**^nti t^ jsuin jetoflli iitsii in H^ miUiie jesftp 
*' <^e {)iier iTjpe^ ii^jan to CaiL 

'* €l^rouflj^ 0cajjj^ tiaie anti Inoi^Ianti tiaie 

*^ %r6i obec t^ n^ists ||iQ» 
'* 5!^P jertceam anti 0i:ot» to t^ Iiaunt^ jsejpot, 

'* l@e l^tie foliotodi {)im lertoutlp jsrtiiL 

** ^ut ^ letcott; anti t^ fs^ gibe in at iajtt, 
** %vii tj[)e ilieetesit fioot mujEtt flag— 

** seating i|i£^ t|e cup, at^ 6H it ujp :— 
'* % brtnft to t||e gallant ^tag." 



21 

Xorti Suite lausti'ti e^ t^ is^evi^^ lie quaff 'ti» 

Hub '*^(taga hop" quotl^ l^e, 
'*3[ ^^^ l^cacti it j^aUi t||dt ttie fotm^ of ti)e tieab 

'* %tt 0tm hp t^ liatDti^otn tree* 

** C{)at liece £[ie elDeiar le^ in liietc nuu^ rtiQ, 
^* 10]^ ttt0l^ titi^ o'er pii at^ glen : 

** tUtOi t||e bedjttj^ tliat tamk ftom tije ttuter^ brinii 
** iS^P ^f&ik loitj^ £[ie tiotte of men* 

** ^P mp i^l^gj^ tro^, 31 eber 1m^ iotii 

<< €o belie))e Infiat 3[ tub not leree^ 
'* ^ut iDilUt^ ai^ lEToon loouUi ^ gcant t^ Iioon« 

'' €ouUi t^ j^tag ai^ft |UjerIi& of me* 

Cl^ tietget, in ftac, crejpt off tj)e beer, 

^nb jerlunfe Belunb tl^ crotob ; 
€^ BaronejS^jS^, too» more i^lib grett), 

D^Ie tf)e nobW laugfi'b aiottfi* 



ft 



<( 



4^% ^&P not jTo/' $^e crteb, *' or inoe 
** (0n our t)eab|i pou map call; 
for t^ team^ iian« on t^ ftoUi man 
'' m^Q bouBtjt tDetr mi8|^» lml{ UtW 
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40^ pdst heat kagt^ anH ** iS^ lQrti>" qvutH^ |e» 

''^tili i^$me faa^ to tmnit ttt locatl^ 
** fimil t^ l^ajttp iDorti." 

^ut tol^ nuip tsH tol^ tettoc Ml 
4^tt t&tfy mttttottfeiBtjf Conn onninli ; 

fm ^tsacu ^ htm HfiAt t^ Mt jaSttf 
W^extf lertarttng &om t^ gtoutili) 



lOttl^ epe of Sett sHb Iforeatl^tngf ite* 

Cfie noiiie jsrtt^ te^itdi) 
(^nti j^afe Imj^ t|^ loocti for tfyn^t tsl^ |eatti) 

€1^ la^ 1^ tuAm anb Indi :— 

<< dip poUier anti Iioajtt are tiaitt anti U^ 
** ^ jerjpirtt tl^ou tm'0t not jsttap ; 

^* jpor netter more couUi pou reictore 
'' €1^ It& 3[ ionre to^tiap. 

** ai^ jeroul mujert part ftom tidier breaimig |eart, 

** %v^ all Imli lie Qutet isroon : 
'* f&vtt tteber luouiti 31 for fct^ life ^ig|^> 

«< 3[f ^ begg'ti it of tliee a iiootu 
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** t&s^ tSSget noti^tt^ to pieali at mp utmoiEet ne^, 

** €ce H^ fiacti Hap iie0att« 
** 5pot tJ^iopjj % $9tat W btolieti i^ort, 

'* €|^ liacti atiH miel man? 

'' j^ot mp jsrtrenstf^ attti gcate, t^ pt&eof ti^ €||a${e» 

** ^ mee& blue epe> tnp atttlerij |iq||^, 
€^ Iiamilejjisr it& 31 ieti ? 



«< 



*' <(Bten ttoto mp jAmi* out of tl^ cotitnml, 
*' %^ mtngling Imtl^ ate aj$ ftee; 

** S^ut if toec a tieec iSiotdti again &I1 l^ece^ 
*' C^ tmttm jB^n jB^peaii isiie nie» 

*^ %r6i tipitqi, at IetQtl^» 3[ iea))e mp isetcengtl) 
'* €o ttie oaitiES )iri^ ^ loair Bont; 



(« 



0^ toutage at^ tage ace ti^ine» pout^ l^age ; 
'* f on dloolil^unti Iiajsr mp iseconu 



*' il^l^ateber of fieae^ tl^ tieegec Iiece— 
^ S^. lacl^e^ it not— map Iteqp : 
Co H^ l^aunt^ Indl, lol^e mp lain; Bout^ feQ> 
*' €1^ tipit^ teatie^ % ineep. 



«« 
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'* %v3i mp liomjsr^ oroub Baron» to tfiee." 



3^ait d&ecottfi. 



€|)e Quiet ate BiolOje; tuDece t|e |at»ti^0nt 0COlDir 

^je( it fA^ in tl^ tiapjer of pore : 
^td finrtif) torn t^t gcout^ lol^ ^ j9i|Mt>e falht 

€1^ glajTier^lilte toatetjee |^ouir« [nnitfb 

€1^ le^a^'jET Bonent jertili litifgt^ tiXi, 

<C^lotijsi|, jETince tl^ t^e^ tan, 
Cen pearler are lerpdi, ti)e ttei^;^ tKati» 

€I)e little fogf grolon a matt. 

^ttt t^ lorti of all proub SttcieV laH, 

^1^ eo))ert ai^ isetream anb tree, 
D^i^J^ tu^e bomain of irtU attti ^iaiti— 

#1^ I tell me li^e ijer lie : 
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9lnto tj[)e d^e robe fortti, 
H^^ t^c ffceCot ^s Mi Bp tj)e tiauntcSi luell* 
^td |)Sier cfianii'ti ))otce bt^ in tDcati)? 

<&fy I foul btiesgcate to t)er |i^si)^6ont tace, 

^t^ i9il)ame on l^ec cfitUicen foil I 
fm^t'^ff^ &om t|tm j$l)e Ineti 

Co a neigliounng fmtm'0 j^lL 

^ttll ttianp a bap Eorb Eutte lap, 

l^oc uttec'b a Inotb ot moan : 
^ut oft bp ntst|t> in tf|e pale moomi^, 

n^oulb lie inanbec toact^ alone« 

Colnacbj^ t|)e till t^^ fttot^tepfi 0tiil 

dncomeicioujeilp inece Iient : 
%t^ oDet tl)e isftceam, in tt>aitin0 btream, 

(0n i|ie I)atntI)ont ftot^ lie leant 

from foe at^ near, on iitjEt lijGTti^jEr ear» 

Il^lb jefounbief of iS^ab imj^ort, 
Hifte ti^e jE^toellit^ note of a l^om, IsouUi ffoat, 

W^ t^t liunteriBr folloio t^ ^ptoL 
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€o |tjE( bacant epe rebearn, 
Il^Ie a0atn> ttt tl^ atr» toajsr acteti tl^ 
€1^ gallantip iiunteti fiettil 



#f tieit0eattce» oft ttll mont ; 

iU one jse^ ttap* ftom ^ ti^e djsetcop) 

^ fot toaisr t|rtt|^ Iionte. 



Wit^ a fiap 0eaKZ ftom 1^ gloomp tcance, 

Bjf^0^gxmiS Eorti ftucte tiien :— 
'^]^I j^ajsrt tI)ou totm to meet t|^ Hoom ; 

*'€I^Itonin||tjertiett? 

** %a0t m^ % 0timt at a iuedii toa^ o'er 
'' €o $ru9 in t|^ (a^*0 |^a» 

*' Il^fiece 1^ jStiiouUi inait aier 3[ israte in jsrtate 
'^ ll^itid mp tcuietp fidiotoerise alL 

^* €|)en tDl^ tiie cup toair sirti memip up» 

** ^t^ tt^u lerlain lip ||ec jar^ 
** €|)p Iitotfi jGfl^Ui lie your'b on ^ fejertal Boatb- 

** 'Cijer £^ $[ ioouUi claim mp Iintie. 
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'' ^iit jsitnce ti^u ait l^* tuwHitt, Gear 
'' W^ tfytm to iw '^mbtm; 

'' jpoc ett iDe 9act» tl^ ^etnciten j^eait 
'' <0r mine ^H setattt tl^ gnetu" 

^t iraiti>— atiti totl^ 1^ jStootb in limitl^ 
f torn out t|e irca&bacti le^t ; 

Unb tmtH a {lioto tl^ ftatliei; loto 
from Di^ fioeman'sst ta|^ Imfi gtaqft 

€1^ 9lunie» tloje(e^j${)oni> on t^ Itnn^ toa 

^ numient ece it Mi, 
il^ttl) a ctjp^Ie counti» but not a j^ounb, 

^n tfie toatcrtf of tbe ImiL 



€l^e Moob in 1^ i^ak 1m^ jiUnCt to ^jpealt 

€1^ i:ttoa|l iiaron'^ 0mit : 
^t W vttaOi of ircoff ^ toaulteb off 

jl^ leetecti tmtl^ an epe of flame. 

« '€ijj todl, 9toub 9eer» tl^t toe meet 1^ : 
** jpoc ttfc betqreance pou 1^ |(oiq|I|t 

« <©n mp feti>et*jr Ijall map fie ttiteait^ all 
'' 4^n me for t|^ Utcong ^ Hmmglit : 
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** 3if ttnrotQ it be ftom % t^U to fat 

** % l^eatt tliat tiuusr ttebei; tj^ttte* 
«< 'OiKce pm t|){i inratl) ifl^imlti tj^ifue Cntt|^ 

'* #n me at^ not on nam* 

** fat ^ oa^ pou liatie isrtiiont, anb tj[)e ^luine pou 
'* from mp bonnet t[)attiia))di on liigi^ {f^Hot^lfym. 

** €afttitB mp jertaitfi, £[nu9^, lianb to liatOi, 
'* ft^ jerbDocti ij^ mp tqfip" 

Cdetc ioeapomsr met (anti etten pet 

<^eti; tDtjeefieiit l^ t^ jMatt) 
^p ttiat lone nll^ li^e ail toair jerttH^ 

i&al)e li^ j^ajs^isftonji^ in eiti^ l^eact* 

jptetce tnais^ t^ ^is^ t|)e tncat||> t^ mi0|^, 

^t0i)t tliicft anb loell tiieii; qtiicii BloUuer ftil ; 
<^n^ Gtt flai^l^ &om t|)ett jS^tDoi^jf * 

%iats tageti ^ jerttife Cm: tteat^ or life : 

(for bot|) 1^ sain^ t|e pnje 
^f Ingl^ tenoton) |^ I one ijsr botot— 

'€tjsr Sucie'ir locb iii|^ bie^ I 
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^t^ tfte Blot^ &utt it hotti 
46tme Imliols'lk tmfe tiiat £atal i»ct& 

for Smte'ji fioi:, jeroott satj^mttg tfieire 

1^ fiiliotDerii 0oUi anti mie» 
^lelD at litiSt luKicti tliat ctM lodi» 

'€tier leratH, t^ l£d)p» too. 

Cljcn itianp a fttttglit ttt tttfitc t^slit 

jpeli figliting isittiorti in fiattii ; 
%vit nebec iieGoce tiib lerud) a iuac 

Sap tDajG^te t[|dt meme lattii. 

'tCtoece loiQ to ten ttiDat iucEt Befell 
€{)e feutiiEe inliene'er tiiep met ; , 

5]5ut tiie bejB(t biot^ i^ouir'lk ftom leeif atiti iocti 
<&nt^tat gcaj^ier ittaDit^ ittet* 

€t\\ one tiacft nigj^ ti^ t^ iteaben'jsr I^t 
31^ Detrti ftom tl^ eactifi, tliece came 

% foeman Bai^ tDitl^ jETtDotti attii Btantit 
$lltd ftutte lotaj^^ in flame* 
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•-(«|V: 



$[n Imtti mmst, to flp t^ fAe^ 

jpot t^^t tsl^ (Ub ftotti Gut o' 
f2^p jStDotti atiti atnioiiuti* 



^itt one ioicjtt tj^cotqjfi t^ ttauHmim^ creto, 

€1^ cdk fliam^ gleam on |^ IocM> t{iat ittceam 
€|^' t|^ air in tmer onliKut flisl^ : 

]^ jerbDocH i^ gtit toitl^ t|^ n^ l^IooH ^\t 

#f ti^ (io^ ti^ ccojer^r liijsr rage; 
<^Rie arrotDj^ rain rouniv l^tm in )tain — 

l^e i^ jftifie» t[|dt gallant 9^1 



€|ie tiratobritige d^ain, toitj^ mjart anti rain 

€inie^]ttirn» i^ 0ttaft in tino : 
W^ete t^ brolten tioor iir tUm^i no more» 

^n ti^ 4ittip gloom of t^ fnaSDal room 
f Ut Batier tmtl^ tl^ leatliem iningiar ; 

€1^ otorjer retreat ijsr t^ lon^ Iwat 
a^l^e ^ toartier no longer sHassf : 



J 
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€1^ moon j^j^tm;^ tl^roitgl^ tDl^ ti)e voaXftxu g 

€{)e Banquet ^l ig fKcct; 
$ilnb t|K gfyota^h Hull of Hucte I^S 

3[i9r Mt iDttliout an fieir. 



1 1 M i( 1 1 



1^ C^tirb. 



4^ne jETtmrnier mom, tol^ goUien liattnt 

]^ ^aSScm'ti all t^ ^hp, 
^nti ftom Iiec ne^rt, tl^ iac{i> ^MtxC0 guei^t^ 

a^ajdnacbltng u]^ i^iSi^ 

Ct]pon tj)e gceen a tcoo]^ tua$r jseeen, 

3fn ^catf at^ ^iume anap'ti, 
a^ttl^ jTtDocti an^ ^iieac, eojset j^ncfttng nc^> 

$11 glittmng catailcatie. 

iCl^ cleac jerun ^ei^one in itsl^ u^on 
Ciieti; caj^qtte^ a^ t|N> a^toanc'H ; 

<CI^ tcoo^o^ |iatt0» tf^ ffoSBik^ rang, 
€l^eti; tourjsieri^ ptotitilp panc'H. 
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€1^ tlas0t uttcoirik in mattp a fiitt»> 

€{)e mate l^ttitg iolu ftom ^ 
€1^ lance toaie gieamtttj fiace. 

%n ftont a ftntslit ^ armouir Imfj^ 
%vii goUien ^j^je( i^roclatm 

%tjG( tanii at^ jftate) a jennet itrate ; 
C^ {tnW tiuusr one of tone : 

foe on per je^iti, in ^ure fieUi» 

^n ts^ ^iKoans ||^ 
from '^ jETpoirti nejEtt at once tm^^'t 

€fyt Bofii i&ir Uucie ^\s^ 



f^ Gace atd 1^ l^ once Iieen Gaii:— 
<C{)e one \dh^ tinj^ tnitj^ ^rajt — 

1^ loGtp droto ttiaier i^unliuntt noin^ 
^n toil ai^ dattie^tap. 

j^ijse ftame tnair jb(I^» pet jSttceiQtl) anb miglit 

H^ere Blent ttiiti^ eajere ai^ grace; 
%vit in ||iie( mien, ^perct|ance> loajEf jGSeen 

^feome t^irtp jerwnmecier' trace. 



i 
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% fiqam mtb p^e of tei^et a0e 
a^j^iliert at "^ ^Hft^ in iiesautpV 9tUie» 

iO'tx all t||e 0couitii l^ier e^e rot'ti i:ouitii» 

$lljer if to lereeft a lerpot 
#tite ImotDtt before, t^xou^ time anti toai: 

$llnti texnft^ |)alf fin^^ 

3|t $(eemd} in liain : fot on t||e j^Iatn 

31^ notigl^ to fimg to mittii, 
0nt l^n, not bolner, not ca^rtle tolnet, 

€i)e i^cene iot^ left b^inti. 

3|f jentcl) tfiete tnete ixOfm ()e tnaiss t|iere> 

1^0 mote {)e $see$r tfiem nolo— 
#ne l^ai^ toaiET i^teiETt Initj^in i)iiEr dteajcrt, 

'Cite ot()et on I)i$r Btotn. 

from out '^ men i)e iieefton'ti ti)en 
^ pasty at^ ti[)Ujer lie eti^ :— 

** ^0 aj^li> iDitl) gtate, fjolo cairn ti)ij^ ^late ; 
** €o pottiiet (ottage titie/' 
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0{ t^ Bop» ajer fintii lie jar^eb ; 
Witfy t^ {leautp of pout||> tDdjj i^. 

'' f on imtgi^, gooti bame, ioouUi imoto t|e name 

'' ^ejertotD'H upon t|^ piate^" 
** ^ iotb/' quoti) lerfie, anb Bent 1^ ftnee, 

*^ 19^ can it Xucie C^e.' 



»f 



H^lien t^e imts|)t iieacb tiiat tDeli^^olmt iDotb, 

]^e mabe {)ijer men jartai^ lerttn, 
^nb tmtl) none ht^t l^jsr I^ Iitr^e, 

]Sobe gentip o'ee tl)e inlL 

j^o mn tl^ btalD foe a mile oc mote, 

€i\\ a tetcftttttf ^eam tj^ep $ree> 
<0'ec iDiiojere toelHieab t|^e Beanc|)ejer jsrj^reab 

o^f a ionelp t|ab)t|)ocn tree» 

€{)e im^'^r e^e Bent o'ee tf)e inabe, intent 

fCl^en pcejsTisring ti)e ()anb of i)ij$ iabp, anb 
mi&i a tiinb net moucnfUl jefmiie— 
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« a^p $lt«p tear/* quotiil^e, ** 'ttoaier jjere, 

" fun ttoentp ptarjer £^, 
*^ €I)e Irunttng i^orti of Hutie'jsr lorl} 

'< ^ gallant jjtag latti \m. 

« 

** ^ latip fine ajer pourirelf ioajer tl)ere» 

^^ ^t^ a maisrtec Itn^, ajar ^u map fMi, 
'' C^at ftaron fttmjer )to me. 

'^ H^oe tooctid t|)e time totien ()t$f caiertle ddime 

*' ]!{ai«s out to ti)e foeier BeneatD :— 
<< ^p pout aieriip cl^e^, pou i^atte iieatrii me $Sjpeaft 

*^ <0f ^ jsreette of blot^ atd }ieatl^« 

^* ^ut ttam^ in jsroit; (fior tiie tale i^ lott; 

'' ^nb $rab) $n^n mp min^mei tell 
'* %t t|e &je(tai ]&oarii> ()o)ti HucieV iotb, 

'^ <CI^ ierta0, anb t|)e iatip» fell. 

** €I)at beatilp nigfit, Inlien tl^e $rfip toair aiigl^ 

*' ll^itl^ tfie jarithip glare of (Came, 
'' $1 fturiert from tS^ fiall, tfitousfi t|)e murtiececier all, 

" H^ttli nougi^ but mp ^oeb anb name. 

D 2 
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** Jhime t^, in jsttctfe, ten ptsac^ of ii& 

** i^He 31 pajBTjereti on t^ tent^ plain; 
'^ 3|n t^ pomp ai^ prUie of t^ Ssxu Imc tUie> 

'' '19^ t||e jtlaping an^ t|)e j^Iain. 

** €in once in a tout toe tunteti about, 

** f orc'ti tl)e j9r|)outin0 fioe to pielb> . 
** $ilnb % tnon ftom tl)e j^anii of t^ fting of t|^e lanli, 

'* ^ iKpucjj on t^ tutttie 6elb« 

'< «2^p mp Satfiec'jj i^otH, anb t|^e ftiooti 31 t^atie 
'' $il imiglitlp name fiaHe % ; [pouc'b, 

** %vii ttesactt fat tlian "^ fame in ioat, 
(< €1^ fttiiie of Xucie ^Ii0|^. 

** f eisr I tinentp peat^, jseince t^ trping teatjer 

** ^t t|^t toontietoujt jjta; toete 0^, 
** l^aHe jtloiDlp inounli t^ tittle tounti 

<< <^*tt lotti anti i^untet Heati I 

'* l^oh), ten pountijj gooti, $[ jETtneat Bp t^e tooii, 
<' <iiat^ peat ftmn mp latUi ^U ht 0am 

** €o tt)e monliier fot a majefier to be jsrmi^, inM ^^1)^11 
'' €||e ^ouljl of t|)e gone to lieaDeUt [psi^^ , 
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%vitit mp %mp bear, Itte totli hvoAit ttfi Iiere 
'' ^ mat iDDttl^ ^\\ ten fot ape, 
i^otD tDe l^tatte i^tag Mi bti tl^ l^unteb toell, 
** €o all titfio jpai^jsr tDiisr toap."— 



jpull tnanp an ap on l^j^totp'jer i^age 

I^aisr pa^^^t pet pmt map jefee 
H^liece, uniiei; ttie l^Il, tl^ ^tmm f(i6ii0 ^t&i 

^P t|)e jattunqi of an l^aiitt|)ont tree, 

$11 broften tm^^ o'ecgcoltm ttntfi moierjer, 

$llnti a legenti to teii tl^e tale ; 
'^D^ougD tD^ IM> of time IidjS^ macc'b tl^ tfipme, 

'€tier t|e €coj$j$ of Hucte Bale* 



" Twas ever thus," sneer'd Gterald, " since tihe dawn 
Of Eden : Adam feU, through Eve his wife : 
But for Greek Helen, Homer ne'er had drawn 
His living pictnre of the Trojan strife. 
The blood-feud thrives when Woman whets the knife ; 
Blest were the lot, upon some desert isle . 
To toil, like Crusoe, through a lonely life. 
Safe from the fickle heart and traitor smile 
That fill this hypocrite world with faithlessness and guile." 
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" Oh ! slander, slander : even I can teach," 
Said Mabel, " holier, more truthful creed : 
I never listened to a mother's speech ; 
But my good grandsire traceth each high deed 
Of chivalry to Woman : Man may speed 
On, fearless, like the fiery Sun at noon; 
But Heav'n itself were incomplete indeed. 
Without the presence of the gentle Moon, 
Shining with borrow'd light, and smiling at the boon." 



*^ Aye — ^but the Moon is fickle, and ne'er looks 
Two nights together on her suitor stars 
With the same face ; and I have read in books 
That when she glanceth through their prison-bars. 
Her crazy subjects' brains anew she jars. 
The pick-purse is her minion ; restless queen 
Of change, old Ocean's tideless sleep she mars. 
So that he tosseth to and fro between 
Earth's farthest poles, and roars and chafeth in his spleen." 



Then for the old man he had tales in store i 
Constant attention ; many a gentle word ; 
Who oft was carried back to days of yore. 
And felt the renmant of his spirit stirr'd. 
As of high deeds and chivalry he heard : 
At once his heart was won, and sooth'd his pride ; 
> And it was sweet to watch his Mabel bird 
Statid by the youth, beauty by beauty's side — 
Se dreamt he saw her wreath'd with orange-flowers, a bride. 
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He all forgot their inequality ; 
The gulf, the distance their two ranks between ; 
To what a pride of place the wealthy fly ; 
Or the world's tedious forms that intervene 
Betwixt the noble and the village queen — 
He had not mingled with the race of man : 
His heart was fresh as his own garden-green ; 
So smiling simply at his artless plan. 
He lent unconscious aid his Mabel's love to fan. 



He knew but of that single-hearted truth 
With which himself long since had woo'd and won ; 
By this, his only standard, judg'd the youth ; 
Welcom'd his voice, and lov'd him as a son. 
He felt that his own course was nearly run ; 
And soon his orphan charge must be alone. 
He could lie down in peace, one duty done. 
His child a wife, — ah I could he but have known, — 
Ne'er in the tempter's way the tempted had been thrown. 



But as it was, love unrestrain'd might feed 
The lamp of passion in his Mabel's breast. 
He mark'd them daily as they cross'd the mead. 
Slow saunt'ring there, now pausing here, where best 
His aged limbs from their fatigue might rest. 
While they stray'd on, where he o'erheard them not; 
And ever thus Ms not unwilUng guest 
Stroll'd, as he pointed, to some favourite spot, 
Whose tale the sire rehears'd, though now perchance forgot* 
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Thus to the village church one sunny day^ 
Oft stopping some quaint history to tell^ 
By path and field the old man led the way; 
There bent him o'er a grave with grassy swell, 
Where summer cowslips droop'd their golden bell. 
And arching osiers barr'd the insulting tread ; 
Slow on the turf his tears in silence fell. 
For he was mourning o'er the narrow bed 
Of her whom he had lov'd — among his kindred, dead. 



Gerald and Mabel in the church meanwhile 
Were standing ; the bald sexton by their side ; 
Uneven slabs pave all the single aisle ; 
Worm-eaten boards the nanww pews divide ; 
The faded baize marks out the seat of pride 
With cushions, hassock, and rush-matted floor ; 
Man's vanity the cobwebb'd scutcheons chide ; 
The surplice hangs beside the pulpit door; 
And silence^ not of Earth, the edifice reigns o'er. 



As Gerald glanc'd where round the ftdsome pen 
Blazon'd in prose or rhyme, or Scripture phrase> 
The fabled virtues of departed men. 
As decency or love had turn'd the praise, 
A plain square tablet stay'd his scornful gaze : 
On it but names, each with successive date. 
Told when their owners had fulfill'd their days ; 
It mov'd him more than those of idler state-^ 
It did not lie, that simple chronicle of fate. 
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Then taking Mabel's hand within his own^ 
He pointed out what seem'd a vacant space 
For the last generation on the stone; 
And question'd if she knew the present race ; 
If they still liv'd, or lone their dwelling place. 
A tremulous sigh unto her lips arose^ 
While pity lent the unconscious girl iresh grace ; 
" Here," she replied, " my grandsire comes, who knows 
And better can relate the story of their woes.'' 



" That marble," said the elder, " which you scan. 
Relates the common tale of every day ; 
The fall of families, the end of man ; 
For those it tells of, all are pass'd away ; 
Nor one is here the last sad rites to pay. 
But come ; the church, methinks, is damp and cold ; 
The sun's slant beams forbid our long delay ;" 
Homeward they tum'd, and thus the old man told 
The story of their line — ^he knew the race of old. 



" On mine own lineage, for it suits the theme. 
Now might my pride, above my station, dwell-- 
My blood runs Saxon in unconquer'd stream — 
}f Norman laws on Kentish yeomen fell-^ 
Not that my fathers' deeds or titles swell 
iTie roll of fame, ^et one of knight*s degree 
t'ollow'd our lion-hearted Richard well ; 
One rode an admiral upon the sea ; 
But froth mine own I turn to others' history. 
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The Franklyn's line from son to sire, above. 
Beyond man's memory, had been settled here ; 
I knew them well — ^a family of love — 
And traced their lapsing fortunes year by year ; 
Not wealthy, but contented with their sphere 
They mov'd, and challeng'd the respect of all. 
Until misfortune spread for joy the bier ; 
The parents heart-broken were first to fall, 
The children sallied forth ; and strangers fill'd the hall. 



" One, the most gallant heart, and graceful form. 
Had saiPd long since a soldier o'er the wave; 
He fell ; not for his country in the storm 
Of battle, fighting first amid the brave ; - 
But, fever-smitten, sank into his grave. 
Unknown, unhonoured, on a swampy strand ; 
One, a fair girl, nor tears nor pray'rs might save ; 
Her like a frost-bit flower, the icy hand 
Of sorrow nipt, and two remained of all the band. 



" In vain they sent her to the sunny isle. 
Where Winter stays not the laborious bee 
From searching deep the flower-bells that smile 
terennial on the honey-bearing lea ; 
There came a whisper wafted o'er the sea 
Of fiill sails back'd a moment, and a prayer 
Breath'd o'er a cofiin lowered solemnly 
Into the ocean's quiet bosom, where 
Storm ruflflies not the depths ; blest they who slumber therms. 
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Angels sweep o'er it, and their rushing wings 
Ripple its face, or lash with stormy might ; 
The splendour which the day-god round him flings 
Gladdens its solitude ; the moon by night 
Embathes it in a flood of tender light : 
Each lonely cloud that sails across the sky 
Drops changeful beauty from its airy height 
Down on her winding sheet, and every eye 
Of all the starry host gleams on her tenderly. 



" Earth knows no tomb like the calm ocean-bed; 
Decayless, safe, unsulliable, grand; 
Where, till the old sea shall give up his dead. 
They lie on his unrippled yellow sand. 
Shrouded in purity, a dreamless band ; 
And every hoary wave that comes to weep 
Its salt tears on the lost one's native land. 
Is as a pilgrim from her place of sleep, 
To those that yearn, and mourn, and watch beside the deep. 



" The elder, yes, methinks I see him now. 
The fire of genius flashing from his eye ; 
His raven hair — ^his broad expansive brow ; 
His honest smile, his bearing frank and high ;— 
He fac'd a while the tempest gallantly. 
Like a brave barque with all her sails close-furl'd. 
Yet prompt to spread them to the smiling sky. 
When the black waves to Heav'n no longer curl'd ; 
So, prudently he steer'd his voyage through lie world. 
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^' He was a scholar ; in lone walks he sought 
To read still Nature's book ; and she was kind ; 
For Poetry and Truth ope'd veins of thought^ 
Where Fancy labour'd in the mines of Mind^ 
And Judgment; as 'twas brought^ the ore refined — 
But in his stem yet placid face was seen 
No outward sorrow, when he left behind 
The much lov'd country and its sylvan green. 
For what? the stifling town, and drudgery's daily scene. 



*^ From mom till eve, pent in a murky room 
He cast the long account with ceaseless pains ; 
The toil unvaried as his own deep gloom — 
The narrow pittance of his weekly gains 
Found home, food, fuel ; with the small remains 
Long-hoaxded, books were bought, his sole delighi 
Taking his stand on Learning's crumbled fanes. 
He call'd his brother to their shrines yet bright 
With sacred fires unquench'd, — ^this was his task by night 



*^ Thus years roU'd on ; and when no faintest beam 
Broke through the clouds that frown'd upon his road. 
When his high aspirations prov'd a dream. 
Nor time reUeved him from misfortune's load, 
His restless spirit wore through its abode ; 
And he, the thoughtful Edward, pass'd away— 
On little Hugh some pitying friend bestowed 
The chance of wealth beneath an Indian ray — 
He went — ^but if he died or lives, I cannot say." 
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^^ Rudely indeed the branches have been torn f 
Gerald replied; " One seed perchance hath shot 
Deep in more friendly soil ; but most I moum^ 
Who would not, that poor scholar's early lot-^ 
Poets, I often think, hang o'er the spot 
Whence pleasures, sweet yet harmless, they derive. 
Like bees who sip the flowers, but injure not 
Their fragrance or their bloom to fill the hive." — 
^* Would I could tell," sighed Mabel, *^ if poor Hugh will thrive," 



" Stay;" whispered Gerald," *' as from this high hill 
We gaze upon the scene spread out below, 
Thick woods the distant vales appear to fill. 
So interlac'd their tangled branches grow ; 
Thus, Mabel, does the mystic future show ; 
But let man through the apparent forest roam. 
Still the sun shines, corn waves, and waters flow. 
Still springs the humble cot, the loftier dome" — 
With converse such as this they slowly wander'd home. 



But was there nothing in such tales, which oft. 
Nay, day by day, fell upon Gerald's ear. 
To wash his heart, as Summer rain drops soft. 
With fertilizing influence to rear 
The germ of good? — Some hearts so soon grown sere, 
Forc'd ere their season by the world's hot breath. 
Their life to sun nor shower will re-appear — 
And levity the nurture scattereth 
Descending yet on some, light gale, bat fraught with death. 
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Oft they two met, nor least when ftirtive Eve, 
Stealmg one hour from night and one from day, 
Mellow'd the landscapeo'er ; nor did they grieve 
For the departed sun's intenser ray — 
Beautiftd Eve I when on her noiseless way 
StiUness, coy nymph, glides through the dewy shade, 
Woo'd from some forest cave or winding bay. 
Pensive to muse, nor of a sound afraid— 
Oh 1 hour for thought, and rest, and low-toned lovers made ! 



What time the enchanter Twilight o'er the land. 
Ocean, and all the starry realms on high. 
Grey bearded wizard, waves his silver wand ; 
A magic calm suffuses all the sky ; 
Woods wave no more, waters unruffled lie ; 
The fair-hair'd habitants of trees and streams, 
Forth from their cells. Oread and Dryad, fly ; 
The spectral shadows stalk like silent dreams : 
And fairies trace their rings beneath the moon's pale beams. 



And oft to please her such sweet songs he wreath'd. 
As erst in Arcady's old pastoral years ^ 

The enamoured simple shepherd might have breath'd 
To Amaryllis or coy Chloe's ears. 
So honest seem'd they ; fresh too as appears. 
In its profusion of luxuriance, 
A summer meadow, when the cowslip rears 
Its gold crown o'er the daisy, to the glance 
Of the bright sun, to court his kingly dalliance. 
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He saw she had deep feelings in her heart, 
Though their still well-spring no one yet had found ; 
He saw her simple, without guile or art 
Half dreaming that the hills her home around 
Hemmed all the world within their welkin bound : 
And so he stoop'd ini» her ears to pour. 
Till to her soul their subtle influence wound. 
Strange mystic tales cuU'd from the times of yore, 
And all the expansive truths and works of natural lore. 



No, there was not a plant, nor breathing thing. 
However insignificant, but he 
Would round it in his daily converse fling 
The mantle of romance ; while, like the bee. 
Culling the flowers of ancient poetry. 
To other lands and times his memory flew. 
Searching the sweet depths of philosophy. 
And from the customs of strange climes it drew 
Instruction ever wonderful, and ever new. 



Yet, alway, in his manner and his tone. 
His gait, his gestures, and his down-cast eyes. 
So much of humble diffidence was shown. 
His answers to her questions seemed to rise 
More as a pupil to a sage replies. 
Than as a mighty master skill'd to draw. 
From the deep caves where treasur'd learning lies. 
The guarded gems of Nature's magic law — 
So Mabel in delight lost half her sense of awe. 
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And not the gems alone : for things most vile 
Which others noted not^ as nothing worth. 
Striking his clear mind, vanish'd for a while 
To reappear in beauteous second birth, 
Like spirits rising from the forms of earth — 
Even so the sparkling prism absorbs the light 
Invisible, within its crystal girth. 
Then yields it back to man's astonished sight. 
Flashing in playful hues, swift, fanciful, and bright. 



His talk was as a web, whose costly fold. 
Woven in many a tinted thread, display'd 
Bright lines of silver interlaced with gold. 
And various colours running shade in shade ; 
Yet with the other each harmonious laid. 
As the prun'd feathers of the turtle dove ; 
But still where'er his wand'ring knowledge stray'd. 
Telling of ocean, earth, or skies above, 
rher^ was a lurking sense of music, pleasure, love. 



Thus when he saw the hops with creepers twine 
Pendent from their supporters near the mill, 
He told how he had viewed the sunny vine 
Clustering for miles o'er many a purple hill. 
Where Italy's warm sons were wont to fill 
Their cups, stretch'd with fond maidens on the green ; 
When their autumnal eve fell cool and still ; 
And from behind each vineyard's leafy screen 
Game sounds of joyous feet, and tinkling mandoline^ 
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Bacchus he drew with flowing hair and young, 
As when he drove o'er India's arid plains ; 
A panther's hide o'er his bare shoulders flung ; 
His grape-bound temples moist with juicy stains ; 
Lions and tigers, yoked in leafy chains. 
Dragging the god's triumphal car along. 
Champ the tough bit, and stretch their tendril reins : 
Lo ! at his wheels a cymbal-sounding throng 
Reels ivy-crown'd ; and, madd'ning, shouts the Bacchic song. 



He told of her, the love-lorn maid, who leapt 
From the white crags of Leucas ; how by night 
Leander swam the straits when Sestos slept. 
Save she who held aloft Love's guiding light : 
He spake of timid Arethusa's flight 
From swift Alpheus, when her fainting cries 
Diana heard, and snatched her &om his sight. 
Under the earth to glide a stream, and rise 
The fairest fount that l^aps beneath Sicilian skies. 



Psyche who ravish'd Cupid ; Thetis bound 
Sleeping by bold jEacides, and wed 
Unwilling upon Pelion ; by the sound 
Of Orpheus' lyre the wild-beast captive led ; 
How, Dolphin-borne, betray'd Arion sped ; 
How Ariadne in her Cretan bower 
To thankless Theseus gave the labyrinth-thread ; 
Pygamalion too, who felt a statue's power ; 
And Danae woo'd and won by Jove in golden shower. 
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How jealous Procris died beneath the stroke 
Of her own Cephalus' unerring dart ; 
How the one faithful Danaid awoke 
Her lover ; bade him forth from death depart^ 
And, grateful, scratch the story of her heart 
Upon her tomb, those splendid peFJuries : 
How Atalanta's suitor kept his start 
By the three golden apples pluck'd from trees 
Blooming within the dragon-kept Hesperides. 



He drew proud Cleopatra as she sate 
Thron'd on her burnish'd barge ; the Love*like boys 
Fanning her queenly temples — what a weight 
Of perfume hangs on the close air that toys 
With the silk sails, and echoes back the noise 
Of flutes and silver oars, while Anthony, 
The Godlike partner of her amorous joys. 
Sits in the empty forum, as sweeps by 
His " Serpent of old Nile" in all her pageantry. 



Helen whom Paris rapt : Melissa's skill ; 
Adonis lov'd of Venus, him whose thigh 
The wild-boar gash'd upon the Idalian hill ; 
Anacreon's song, and Sappho's burning sigh ; 
Fair frail Francisca, whose inconstancy. 
Death-punished, death could change not; whose love tale 
Pierc'd Dante's ear and heart, like the wild cry 
Of a storm-beaten sea-bird, in the vale 
Of spirite, as she pass'd him on the xmdymg gale. 
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Horace he drew, Rome's deathless lyric bard. 
With myrtle crovm'd, or summer's latest rose, 
Stretch'd, happier than a king, upon the sward. 
Where arbutus its thickest shadow throws. 
And clear as glass, thy fount, Bandusium, flows ; 
Close by his side, how Glycera's bosom thrills 
At the fierce flame with which her poet glows, 
While a fair boy the liquid scent distils ; 
Or pours old wine that grew upon Falemian hills. 



Romantic tales from Spencer's magic page. 
Or him. Imagination's dearest child. 
Sweet Shakespeare, turn by turn the hours engage ; 
How the fair Capulet on Romeo smil'd ; 
What traitor-plots the honest Moor beguil'd ; 
How Imogen was gazed on as she slept. 
Cinque-spotted ; or of lords and ladies wild 
Whose sportive Court the ten-day revel kept. 
And, laughing, stories told, while plague-struck Florence wept. 



Now, as they view the river streams, he tells 
The giant wonders of the unfathom'd Deep : 
Its insect labour'd reefs, and coral cells. 
Its springs whence everlasting waters leap ; 
The priceless gems that undiscover'd sleep 
Bedded on floors that pearl and agate pave ; 
And of that mournful bird who loves to weep, 
While her pois'd nest floats o'er the tranquil wave. 
Dropping her amber tears upon her husband's grave. 
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Of the lone mermaid combing her wet locks 
View'd in steel mirror on the shining sand ; 
Of floating islands^ Siren-hannted rocks, 
And of those nymphs, a silver-footed band. 
Who, when the fair youth with his urn in hand 
To draw the waters of their river strove, 
Enamour'd dragg'd him with them from the land ; 
How for him lost did sad Alcides rove, 
When " Hylas, Hylas" rang through all the mournful grove. 



How Maia's son found by the banks of Nile 
With sun-dried nerves a tortoise, as he stray'd ; 
How when he struck it, with a childish smile 
He heard responsive music round, and stay'd 
Till in the bending shell the strings were fray'd ; 
Then fashion'd new with seven-fold golden wire. 
And heavenward soaring, at Jove's banquet play'd 
In such blent tones of mirth, and love, and fire. 
That all the Gods proclaim'd him parent of the lyre. 



Thee too. Narcissus, old Cephisus' son. 
For form conspicuous on the Aonian plain. 
How wanton Echo's passion thou didst shun ; 
Yet thyself smitten with a hopeless pain • 

For thine own image, long didst pine in vain. 
Reflected from the still pool's glass-like face ; 
Where dodder'd oaks shut out the sun and rain — 
Here, when the Dryads came, a friendly race, 
A flower was all they found to mark thy dying place. 
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Or how where they two calmly side by side 
Were standing, ages past the fiery Dane 
Had crimson'd all the Dyrent's tranquil tide 
With the life's blood pour'd out like hot red raiii 
From the cleft heart of many a Saxon Thane : 
Meanwhile fork'd flames cast forth a lurid glare 
From hamlets smouldering on the pillaged plain, 
Far o'er the stream; and on the heated air 
Mingled the victor's shout and shriek of fell despair. 



He dwelt on trodden fields hard fought and won ; 
The ranks thick serried in the pomp of war ; 
The gleaming spear, the bayonet-bristling gun. 
The trumpet's bray, the brazen cannon's roar. 
Till her cheek pal'd — then how in days of yore 
Brave belted knights in tourney met he told. 
Where each the token of his lady wore, 
'Mid sparkling jewels, arms that flam'd with gold, 
While round a sea of scarfe and waving plumage roU'd. 



He told of travels in enchanted lands ; 
Ulysses dwelling in Calypso's isle ; 
The drowsy dreamy lotus-eating bands; 
Telemachus bewitch'd by Circe's smile ; 
The tales which Schezerade wove to beguile 
Her Sultan in the Thousand Nights and One; 
Ballads, which in Alhambra's fairy pile 
Were heard, ere set in blood Granada's sun, 
And the Moor sigh'd his last, his race of glory run. 
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Columbus^ in his stedfast faith alone 
Arm'd firmer than in folds of triple brass. 
Voyaging forth in quest of worlds unknown. 
O'er seas where never ship before might pass— 
Cortez, who broke the Aztec power like glass. 
And toppled all his horrid war gods down : — 
Thrice-wondrous tale 1 peak'd Chimborazo's mass 
Scal'd by Pizarro, whom thy gold's renown 
Templed, Peru, to snatch the feather'd Inca's crown. 



He spake of this vast globe launch'd in 'mid air, 
Self-balanc'd in. its course through boundless space; 
The running streams, the vallies green and fair. 
The forests, mountains, towns, that stud its face : 
Its oceans, rivers ; the drear desert place ; 
Its beetling rocks by vegetation spum'd; 
Its zones and poles ; the varied human race ; 
The mineral ores from its cleft breast up-tum'd ; 
By smouldering fires within, its centre charr'd and burn'd. 



He traced effects to philosophic cause; 
Or glancing at the states of Rome and Greece, 
UnraveU'd the prime origin of laws ; 
Show'd War's stem toils, the milder arts of Peace : 
How Poetry first bade rude manners cease : 
Whence sprang the sister Sciences ; how first 
States take their rise, and simple, just, increase ; 
TPhen perish with insatiable thirst 
Of conq[uest, empire, riches, luxury, accurst. 
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*' Where," cried he, " are your temples, Athens and Rome ; 
Palace and arch and porch ; pomp, power, and pride? 
Gone ! — while the still enduring ties of home. 
The household joys that reign the hearth beside. 
Smile at your ruins where the screech-owls hide. 
Let man victorious his dominion roll. 
Tided on purple billows far and wide. 
Time from the face of Earth sweeps his controul ; 
Love claims a sovereign sway, and keeps it, o'er the whole." 



Sometimes they wander'd, tho' not far a-field. 
Their steps scarce breaking on the silent night. 
What time the Moon hung like a silver shield 
In the blue vault of Heav'n, circling and bright. 
Amid the lesser stars a shining light — 
Then would he hint of rocks and mighty seas 
Studding its face ; point to her wondering sight 
The planets rolling in their due degrees. 
Or whisper tales about the clustering Pleiades: 



How six fair sisters with the Gods above 
Mating, on high their bridal lamps had hung. 
While Merope, the fairest, dared to love 
A mortal, and had lost her place among 
The Heav'ns ; 'twas thus that ancient poets sung ; 
Yet Wd the rest, with rays that fainter bum, 
A seventh pale star hath now its lustre flung; 
Whether aflTection trims her vacant urn; 
Or she at death from Earth was suflTer'd to return. 
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Next^ how in ages past Chaldean sage^ 
From Babylon's high tower and temples, saw 
Ope'd to his vision in the star-lit page. 
The fate of kings, the slowly coming war. 
And what worst ills of human life there are — . 
How when on Latmos' top the dews were weeping, 
Nightly the Moon rein'd in her silver car. 
And o'er the mount with stealthy footsteps creeping, 
Kiss'd the fair Carian's cheek, the young Endymion, sleeping. 



He call'd the Milky way the track of fire, 
Still bummg, left by falling Phaeton, 
When with the flame-breadi'd horses of his sire. 
Yoked to the bumish'd chariot of the Sun, 
Apollo's course the daring boy would run : 
A drop of milk from Juno's breast that roU'd ; 
Or the Sun's ancient path, ere had begun 
The World its present order to unfold ; 
So to his pupils taught Pythagoras of old. 



Now rapidly, like one inspired, he spake. 
Telling how since the mystic birth of years. 
Fate doth her adamantine spindle shake. 
Her daughters singing o'er the web and shears. 
Harmonious to the music of the spheres : 
Which, Muse-topp'd, in their sounding course prolong 
Too clear and perfect strains for human ears ; 
Till on the dreaming girl the heavenly throng 
Burst ; and she almost heard the whole concentuous song. 
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Two months flew swiftly by ; the forest leaves 
Were ting'd with gloomy brown mingling with red ; 
The sickle had swept down the golden sheaves ; 
Full many a partridge felt the death-wing'd lead ; 
The grasshopper was mute ; the swallow fled, 
Prescient of winds tliat howl through winter skies ; 
The stag march'd through the woods with rustling tread ; 
The laughing light that danc'd in Mabel's eyes 
Was gone for aye ; nor did she check her frequent sighs. 



The laughing light I how it would glance and gleam. 
Like a ray broken by a summer wave ; 
But now, as one who wanders in a dream 
She look'd ; so peering-forth, and fix'd, and grave. 
Her gaze ; as though her very soul were slave 
To some dim-seen and shadowy reverie : 
Her eyes were like deep wells, where those who lave 
The pitcher, looking downward stedfastly. 
Far in the lowest depths a dark strange lustre see. 



She knew not sorrow ; but her girlish mirth 
Was somber'd by the mellowing tints of love. 
As sunshine, which in Spring-time plays on Earth, 
Is dyed to restless shade by clouds above. 
Her voice, whose merry tones were wont to move^ 
Clear as the ringings of a silver bell^ 
Grew plaintive as the cooing of a dove ; 
Her foot, from whose quick print the grass might str fellj 
Softly and slowly now, as dew at evenings felL 
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When first his many tales fell on her ear. 
She smil'd ; then as he open'd to her view- 
Wonders, she saw half charm'd and half in fear 
The magic pictures her Enchanter drew — 
With reverence she look'd on one who knew 
So much so well ; but when he stoop'd to impart 
The luminous secrets of his craft, she flew 
Swift to the light, as moths to candles dart; 
Sing'd her soul's virgin wings, and burnt her fluttering heart. 



Who hath not known the sense of coming ill 
Fall o'er the spirit like a murky cloud ; 
Resistless, vast, o'erwhelming, silent, chill; 
When, tho' we know not why, we feel us bow'd 
Almost to death, and bound as with a shroud? — 
So some vast bird, ill-omen'd, through the skies 
Waves his broad wings before the Arabian crowd ; 
Hiduig the mid-day sun with fabled size ; 
Thick darkness falls around ; the sunny landscape flies. 



Thus Mabel felt her heart dejected sink. 
Causeless, it seem'd, beneath a load of care ; 
tJnless she thought — for she had leam'd to think — 
0*er having found within a book of pray'r 
That day a wither'd leaf and silver hair. 
But she knew not that when such hours descend 
Wattling, we ought to pray for strength to bear. 
Strength which He only grants to those who bend^ 
So the Cup may not pass, unto our trials' end. 
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She did not pray ; but she would ask^ she thought^ 
Why such sad moments o'er man's spirit lower. 
Of him who had so beautifully taught 
Her soul to bow before reflection's power: 
She long'd to know, too, why not more we cower 
At evil's self than ominous belief; 
But when he came at eve's appointed hour. 
And won her forth, she half forgot her grief; 
The book, the silver'd hair, the press'd and withered leaf. 



They wander'd forth together, hand in hand. 
Not far, where shade and silence reign'd around. 
And by the brook they took their wonted stand ; 
Yet neither spake; for their full hearts were bound 
In thoughts too deep for utterance or sound. 
At length she ask'd if omens e'er prov'd true ; 
Or if 'twas but imagination found 
A shadow of similitude, and flew 
Presaging what it could not see, from what it knew. 



E'en as she spake, behold I a falling star 
Dropp'd with a lingering motion from the sky ; 
As one leaves home where her sweet sisters are : 
And the wind whisper'd past them, like a sigh; 
And as a tear trembles upon the eye 
Just ere the lash be wetted, shook the flow 
Of the brook*s waters as they rippled by — 
Wer6 these too types of ah impending woe ; 
Or sympathy with mah doth Nature's spirit show ? 
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There was a tiny speck of light that danc'd 
Upon the waves with undulating gleam 
Scarce visible, so pale and faint it glanc'd — 
A glow-worm had illumin'd with its beam 
A lily's wax-like cup upon the stream — 
Strange sight, and passing beautiful ; she gaz'd 
Upon it as a fair illusive dream ; 
While he soon guess'd, though at the first amaz'd. 
How on the water's edge the fairy cresset blaz'd. 



And pointing, in low whisperings he told 
How the love-stricken Hindoo maidens Ught, 
Where Ganges' lotus-bearing streams are rolFd, 
Their earthen lamps, not without vow and rite; 
Then trust them to the rapid flood by night ; 
And of the many lingering looks that doat, 
Strain'd amid tears, unto the verge of sight. 
On the charm'd course of each frail token boat ; 
For fraught with lovers' fates the vessels sink or float 



*' Omens," he cried, '^ oh 1 my own Mabel look 
Where yonder flow'ret with mysterious rays, 
Laughing as darkness shines out o'er the brook. 
And the spark quenchless on the surface plays t 
So in this heart, with fire that ne'er decays). 
Your image long hath burnt, — so hath it sate 
Folded, enshrin*d,-^so love its flame will raise, 
iS'en through tlie shades of your contempt and hate^ 
Qiietichless, superior to the waves of time and fate." 
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She stood^ a statue ; save that with a sob 
Relief from some deep pain she seem'd to seek ; 
And that he heard her heart's quick beating throb ; 
And felt her breath upon his burning cheek — 
" One word," he whisper'd, *^ lov'd one, Mabel, speak "- 
Like a bird paralyzed by serpent spell. 
She sank, with a shrill cry, almost a shriek. 
Into his arms ; the rest I may not tell — 
Spurn not-but pity, pray for her, kind hearts— she fell. 



CANTO II. 



Tly, Muse, from Darrent to the banks of Thames, 
Where Vandal cits most Gothically neat 
Usurp the place of courtly knights and dames. 
And jostling hard his lordly neighbour's seat 
The pursy cockney builds his smug retreat ; 
Nor Richmond bank can boast a patch of gromid. 
But sweeps a lawn at least of thirty feet. 
Shorn, scrubb'd, and polish'd, to the water's bound. 
And Surrey's queenliest hill with hostleries is crown'd. 



Beautiftd still, in spite of every wrong 
That man hath wrought upon the sylvan scene. 
Majestic Thames still rolls his course along, 
And shall for ever, un-reform'd, between 
Wide waving corn and swelling banks of green ; 
Glancing far oflP by Windsor's woods of beech- 
Let man build villas, paint them spruce and clean. 
Enclose and prune ; thank God he cannot teach 
The stream to lengthen out a single winding reach ! 
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Amid the many buoyant boats that danc'd 
Upward or downward, or from shore to shore. 
Each eve at sunset there was one that glanc'd 
From a small cottage lawn with tuneful oar — 
A beauteous pair of youthful forms it bore ; 
Gerald and Mabel — o'er the waves they flew — 
What looks of gentle happiness she wore 
Shrin'd in the soft rays of her eyes' deep blue, 
Shming through watery light, like violets steep'd in dew. 



Their cottage — ^it had all that wealth could lend 
To throw round luxury the ease of grace ; 
For Gerald's polished taste had lov'd to blend 
Art's beauties with the charms of Nature's face. 
It was in sooth a little fairy place. 
Where marble, mirrors, books in velvet bound, 
Antique memorials of each bye-gone race. 
Cameos, and bronze, and paintings strew'd around. 
Were in what seem'd a negligent profusion found. 



Their rose-clad casements opened to the sod 
Close-shom, where, gazing listless on the tide. 
Lay the prone form of some huge river-god, 
Tiber or Thames, his marble urn beside ; 
His ragged beard flows down in hoary pride ; 
Tilting his pitcher, forth the ceaseless wave 
Leaps to a circling basin, deep and wide. 
Whose brim the streams without o'erflowing lave. 
And weedy rocks around hem in the dark'ning cave. 
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All else was bright as sun and vernal grass 
And pink-eyed flowers, and gum-distilling trees, 
Waters that ever flow'd like molten glass. 
And chirruping birds, and busy hum of bees. 
And young leaves rustling in the summer breeze 
Could make it with their blended beauties beam — 
Here the dark swift stoop'd in his flight to seize 
The painted butterfly that like a gleam 
Of light shot by — so death still mars our fondest dream. 



Here the enamell'd garden's gravel zone 
With fresh laburnum blc^mings was sprent. 
From her arch'd boughs in golden showers blown ; 
Here thom'd acacias' daintiest white was blent 
With lilac bloom in sweet entanglement — 
The lawn here marigolds and pansies gem ; 
There, bell-shap'd hyacinths with dew low bent ; 
Here, Iris nodding on her flag-like stem. 
And there the queen of flowers with rosy diadenu 



Here, when the mournful Moon look'd down, pale mute. 
Dimly, as tho' her eyes 'gainst sorrow strove, 
. Melodious breathings of the low ton'd flute 
Were wafted trembling through the chequer'd grove : 
Or the lone nightingale sigh'd forth his love 
Unto the rose, that folded slept, nor stirr'd 
Until the stars their watch fires dimm'd above, 
When vainly querulous, the love-sick bird 
Sank into passionate silence, all unheard, 



65 



And here the lovers with slow-falling feet 
Straj'd day by day^ or seated side by side^ 
Now at the marble fountain's cool retreat^ 
Now at the sunny river's glancing tide, 
Mark'd the swift boats along the waters glide : 
Often they look'd into each others eyes. 
And as if e'en the envious leaves might hide 
A list'ner — ^for to love e'en birds seem spies — 
They breath'd their mutual vows in whisperings and sighs. 



Each morning usher'd some delightful change 
For his fond pupil, to whose wondering gaze 
Gerald display'd the ever-varying range 
Of knowledge, where the stranger traveller strays 
Bewilder'd by an imexpected blaze, 
Such as in fabled realms the Persian boy 
Saw streaming from the jewel'd trees in rays 
Of quenchless light all powerful to destroy 
What seem'd a dark abyss, and fill'd his soul with joy. 



Now it was Music, sweetest nymph, who dwells 
By falling waters in a cave that rings 
With faintest echoes of sea-murmuring shells. 
Who swept a while the wind-harp's breezy strings. 
Or woke such vocal melody as clings 
With dying cadence on the enraptur'd soul ; 
And now 'twas she whose rosy pencil flings 
The mingling colours on the life-like scroll. 
Who held the dancing hours beneath her gay controul. 
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He too with joy enthusiastic, deep, 
Watch'd her young mind expand beneath his spell. 
As some fair flower, which from its nigh1>-long sleep. 
Struck by the wand of mom, unfolds its bell 
To perfect beauty with a gradual swelL 
Her mute but natural wonder paid his pride 
High tribute of respect that pleas'd him well : 
Though knowledge stoop simplicity to guide. 
Like a thron'd king it brooks no subject by its side. 



Nor Gerald all forgot his minstrel craft. 
For when apart from the world's busy throng 
He scattered here and there a random shaft 
From the full quiver of his forest song ; 
And as the sun gilds, where he glides along, 
Bleak moor, and ruined cot, and sandy shore. 
With light and beauty not their own, his strong 
Bold fancy e'en on trivial things could pour. 
Where'er it chanced to touch, a grace unknown before. 



So, when one day beneath an oak, that crown'd 
The loftiest summit of the Queen's domain, 
A bleaching pile of brittle bones they found. 
Where some old stag worn out with years had lain 
His branching antlers down in dying pain. 
His side not gor'd by hound's relentless fang. 
His tears unmark'd by cruel hunter train. 
O'er whose last sob no merry bugles rang, 
Mabel requir'd a verse, and thus her poet sang : — 
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Beneath the monarch oak 
Whose rule hath been here for a thousand years^ 
Thy straining eyes stream'd forth their dying tears^ 

Brave stag^ thy proud heart broke : 

And now where late the sky 
Listen'd in silence to thy parting moans. 
The chilly night wind whistles through thy bones. 

And hollow sounds reply. 

Oft, in the upland glade. 
Through the brown fern up*springing from thy lair, 
Thou didst outstrip the summer's sultry air 

In silence and in shade ; 

Save where the crashing bough, 
Broke by thy horns, gave music to thy flight. 
And for a moment let the chequer'd light 

Fall on the earth below. 

Here, when the wintry gales 
Blew fiercest, was thy reftige ; hence was led 
The browsing herd, thy proud form at their head. 

Far o'er the sloping dales : 

Whilst in their lordly course. 
Shaking the clear dew from the broken fern. 
To crop the grassy herbage they would turn. 

Bound o'er the prickly gorse ; 

F 2 
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Or^ starting at a sounds 
The voice of man — ^the rustling of the trees — 
The distant waters whispering to the breeze — 

Gaze fearfully around* 

Here^ on this lonely hill. 
Thy full eye gaz'd upon the far-K)ff scene. 
The woods below thee, and the valley green, 

Sparkling with many a rilL 

Through groves of spreading larch. 
In noon-tide heat to lave thy dappl'd side. 
Or view thy form in silver Thamis' tide. 

This was thy forest march. 

• 

And hither thou hast come. 
When life's lamp dimly burnt, at length to sigh 
Thy parting spirit forth alone, and die. 

Thy first and latest home* 

When silent stars would peep 
Archly beneath the leaves with glimmering beams. 
And mirror'd moonlight glance upon the streams, 

Thy fleetness still'd in sleep, 

This green moss was thy bed ; 
High heaven thy canopy ; the rustling bough 
Thy free soul's lullaby to rest, and now 

Here thou art lying dead* 



J 



69 



Not the fierce hound in chase 
Tracking thy footfall, heard thy bosom throb. 
Nor fiercer man dwelt o'er the bursting sob 

That mark'd thy dying place. 

Not startled by the horn ; — 
But when age slowly crept on thee at last. 
By memory, musing o'er the happy past. 

To this spot wert thou borne : 

Not with that graceftil ease. 
Which sped thy youthful antlers o'er the plain ; 
But with eye dim, and sadly, and in pain. 

With slow and faltering knees : 

Like the poor hunted hare. 
Who, when her last chance of escape is gone. 
Toward the home she left still struggles on. 

To yield her spirit there. 

Fit place for one like thee, 
Whose earliest day drank in the freshest breath 
Of heav'n, in solitude to yield to death. 

Unseen, but ever free. 

Yes ; not unfit thy grave 
By the old oak-tree on the lone hill-side. 
Well known and lov'd, where as you liv'd you died. 

Proud, beautiful, and brave. 
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Thej skimm'd the wave; they scour'd the plains along. 
Urging their flying steeds to swiftest pace ; . 
Sometimes they mingled with the fluttering throng 
Who daily fiU'd the queenly park to chase 
The hours, like gaudy flies, a summer race. 
Nor seldom, mindful of old times, alone 
They lov'd to saunter to some quiet place. 
Where in deep shade by tangled branches thrown, 
Wound their sequester'd path, to others scarcely known. 



Their favorite walk lay through a green lane floor'd 
With grass short cropp'd by closely-mbbling sheep. 
Which, led by instinct to the juicy sward. 
Oft cross'd the straggling fence with venturous leap. 
There ill-rewarded hireling learnt to keep 
The browsing kine, neglectful where they stray'd. 
So he wore out the tedious day with sleep. 
Beneath the blushing-berried hawthorn shade ; 
Or purple-stain'd his hands, of brambles not afraid. 



Nor all was green, for many a patch laid bare 
In sharp cut angles, by its dusty face 
Told that the turf-cutter had chosen there 
Fresh verdure to renew the garden's grace. 
And left the scuffling partridge brood a place 
To sun their plumes, and bask in mid-day heat. 
When early sportsman, baffl'd in the chase. 
By too thick hedge, had left their close retreat, 
Through the old ash-made gap, though with unwilling feet 
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There stray'd the rural lover skill'd to strip 
The topmost hazel of its clustering prize ; 
Haling the loftier branches to his scrip 
Downward, with crooked stick, and strength tliat plies 
Its task to gain a lure for beauty's eyes ; 
And there the skulking gipsy pitch'd his tent. 
Fearless of summer suns and winter skies ; 
A rag of canvas ; time-soil'd, worn, and rent ; 
Fasten'd o'er bsier-rods, in humble arches bent 



Full oft had Gerald and his Mabel view'd 
The wild encampment of the lazy band ; 
The tether'd horse starving in sight of food ; 
The caldron swinging on its triple stand ; 
The prescient sibyl, she of coin-cross'd hand. 
In bright hued kerchief deck'd, and scarlet cloak ; 
The scanty flame by ragged urchin fann'd ; 
While an old brazen pot, with clinking stroke. 
His father sate and beat ; whistling, and black with smoke« 



Then Gerald told how iSrst the swarthy horde 
Outcast from India's arid plains had fled. 
When the fierce Timur wav'd his Tartar sword. 
And sudden all the East with blood grew red ; 
Or, for 'tis doubted, from the Egyptian bed 
Of father Nile, like pilgrims one by one, 
Or, swallow-like, in gather'd ti:oops they sped, 
Unnotic'd, till all lands were overrun 
With the dark race who wore the " livery of the sun.*' 
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Thus each successive stroll to their resorts 
Gave birth to sweet discourse^ pleasant and new ; 
The superstitions, persecutions, sports. 
Rites, habits, customs, manners of the crew. 
With master touches skilftd Gerald drew ; 
Till when one day fresh numbers throng'd the green. 
And active bustle, all unwonted, flew 
The Gipsies many crowded ranks between. 
The lovers, not unask'd, beheld a festive scene. 



Where many a white ashed spot had stain'd the ground. 
Singing the nearest turf with smouldering rim, 
The distant summon'd tribe press'd closely round ; 
The burly vagrant all imshom and grim ; 
Red-hooded sorc'ress in her gaudiest trim ; 
Age, childhood, sunburnt youth, and dark-eye'd lass ; — 
A silver goblet flowing to the brim. 
Save for such state long hid beneath the grass. 
From lip to eager lip, deep qua£Sng all, they pass : 



A silver goblet, which the cunning hand 
Of Benvenuto, that old Florentine, 
For some great churchman of Italian land 
Had fashion'd, fancied mid his brawls and wine. 
Its handles swelling like the tendrill'd vine; 
Its chas'd sides roughen'd 'neath the amorous woe 
Of Leda, whose roimd milky arms entwine 
The traitor swan, while on her breast of snow 
The snowy pinions flutter timorous to and fro. 
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Stol'n by their roving fathers ages since 
From the rank revel in the palace home 
Of pontiff, or of cardinal, or prince. 
Now 'tis high lifted to the sky's blue dome. 
Laughing, and winking to the brim with foam 
Of wine that pledging kings might call for, free 
Of tax, and brought by Zingari who roam. 
From the far vintage grounds of Hungary, 
To greet the island monarch at his trysting-tree. 



Superior by his manly head stands one. 
The chosen centre of those living rings. 
Through which, while swift applausive murmurs run, 
Thrice from the earth the merry varlet springs ; 
Thrice with a joyous shout the welkin rings ; 
In sUence then his new made subjects wait 
Whate'er commands their young allegiance brings ; 
For whom a king these simple rites create. 
Reigns without let for aye, tasteless of cares of state. 



Then swift a swarthy woman from the crowd 
Stept solemn forth in maze of mystic dance : 
Her tall gaunt form was borne erect and proud ; 
Enchantress she, and priestess high of chance ; 
Her eyes were fixed in half-wakeful trance. 
As when the Pythian of old days divin'd : 
From Mabel's face she lifted not her glance. 
But stretch'd her palm with silver to be lin'd 
Cross-wise ; and chaunted thus, low-murmuring like the wind. 
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^^ Lady^ thou dost doubt my might: 

I do see it in those eyes. 
Look up heavenward to-night; 
Thou shalt see the young moon^ bright 
As a thread of silver lights 

Kindle^ crescent^ in the skies : 
Yet thou mayst mark from either horn 
Its full orb's perfect circle borne 

In a line of shadowy gloom. 
Ftdthless maiden^ even so 
Doth the mystic future show^ 
With so dull and dim a glow. 
Its round of coming weal or woe, 

Lapp'd in the pigmy Present's womb ; 

With so faint uncertain loom, 

Like a cresset's in a tomb. 
But to those who doubt our art. 
Nought of the fatu?^ we impart : 

Therefore list, and ponder well. 
Catch my words, and clutch them fast. 
While in modem garb I cast 
Frpm the legends of the past 

A quaint and ancient parable." 
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" She was a Queen's daughter, 

The Queen of Samarcand : 
And sixteen years had brought her 

To first love's dreamy land. 
Full oft she wander'd, lonely 

As the bird of Spring, 
Through the woods, heard only. 

Ever on the wing, 

A restless phantom thing. 
One day by a fountain, 

In the hush of noon 
She paused, as from its mountain, 

A fawn in sultry Jime. 
There the fair Queen's daughter 

Spied an angel head, 
By the margin of the water. 

Crushing the violet-bed 

Whereon Was pillowed. 
The air hung heavy laden 

With the bruised flowers* sighs, 
Sweet as the breath of Aden, 

Greeting creation's skies— 
On the angel eye-lids slumber 

Lay like a summer shade ; 
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"And lest the hair should cuinher 

The brow, a golden braid 

Through the tresses stray'd. 
Wings were the shouldei's' gesture. 

Of orange amber glow ; 
And a purple vesture 

Cinctur'd the limbs below. 
Linger'd long the maiden, 

Tranc'd in strange alarm. 
Like a bird spell-laden 

By basiliskic charm — 

Shield her. Powers, from harm ! 
Then the awaken'd sleeper 

Rais'd his dewy eyes. 
Full of blue light, deeper 

Than flowers of Paradise ; 
And a smile broke beaming 

O'er his lips vermil stain. 
Like April sun-light streaming 

From clouds half spent in rain 

Down on the glittering plain. 
He rose, and bent above her: 

And his breath fell warm upon 
Her hair, like the South wind rover 

Through groves of cinnamon ; 
And his silver voice beguil'd her. 

While her bosom fell and rose. 
With whisper'd music, wilder 

Than the wind-harp knows, 

When the Zephyr blows. 
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^^ Swiftly spread her blushings 

O'er cheek and temples borne : 
Like the crimson flushings 

That herald in the mom. 
Yet a while he lingers ; 

Then all unreprest 
Steals her yielding fingers. 

And clasps them to his breast — 

Who may tell the rest ? 
To the fatal trysting 

Day by day she stole. 
Her fate no more resisting. 

Than the needle flies the pole. 
Ever the sunbeams strengthen'd 

Upon her outward way : 
Ever the shadows lengthen'd 

With a deep'ning sway, 

While home her journey lay. 
Ah ! what pang hath caught her. 

Swift and sharp as flame — 
Say, thou lost Queen's daughter. 

Is it joy or shame ? 
What means that tell-tale colour. 

And that foot's uncertain pace — 
The fairy mirror duUer 

Grows henceforth at her face — 

She has fall'n from her high place. 
But what change comes over. 

As day fades into night. 
The seeming angel lover. 

But now so pure and bright — 
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^' The hand that her's is clasping 

Turns to a serpent's head^ 
Whose pangs for ever grasping 

Shall not be loosened ; 

With her blood drops they are red : 
And the shoulders which so lately 

Upheld the God-like fronts 
And the head itself so stately^ 

With the curling locks upon't. 
Fall down in coils that fold her 

With loathsome slime around : 
No ice-touch e'er was colder ; 

And part trails on the ground — 

What means that sudden sound ? 
The Earth has gaped asunder^ 

While it reeleth to and fro ; 
And bellowings of thunder 

Come muttering from below : 
Above the pit's mouth creepeth, 

Not ilame^ but fiery mist : 
And the serpent nearer leapeth 

With each convulsive twist ; 

Gnawing her burning wrist 
They have stumbled o'er, — If mortal 

Might bend his undazed eye 
Above that fearful portal, 

Nor the man that moment die. 
He should see them sinking, sinking, 

Through the bottomless abyss; 
Behold her shrinking, shrinking, 

From the horror of his kiss. 

And hear his hateAil hiss. 
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^' When a million years are over. 
Descending like a dove. 

An angel form shall hover 

The fell pit's mouth above : 

And her soul itself adorning 

With wings all silver bright. 

Beyond the paths of morning 
Shall join the dove in flight. 
Unto the realms of light." 



This o'er, and Gerald, half in jest, and half 
Seeking his trifling largess to subscribe 
To their carousal, having with a laugh 
Accepted fortune won witli easy bribe. 
Mid thanks they tum'd and left the careless tribe ; 
When Gerald thus — " How strangely rites descend 
With creeds which children from their sires imbibe- 
At the same shrines successive ages bend. 
Knowing no other cause, and shall, until the end. 






". And strange the power that Superstition wields 
O'er all the empires and in every clime — 
The village maid implicit credence yields. 
E'en in the wisdom of this latter time. 
To the wierd-woman's promise, fram'd to chime 
With hope and wish by crafty cunning guest ; 
Nor with less credit in creation's prime. 
On Shinar's plain the self same race addres't 
Kings with strange secrets drawn from mid-night's starry breast. 
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^^ Egypt has hollowed mountains into fanes ; 
And wasted ages heaping hills of stone, 
Mov'd there we know not how, upon her plains ; 
Tomb, temple, palace, coffin, altar, throne. 
For loathsome reptQe rais'd, or mummied bone — 
Greece fiU'd her groves with Gods ; each stream and tree 
Shdter'd a nymph-like fonn ; winds learnt to own 
A spirit's influence, and Earth and Sea 
Were all alike replete with varied deity. ' 



" The Hindoo widow mounts the pile which bums 
Her husband's body without groan or sigh : 
The Moslem to thy stone, Medina, turns. 
Self-swung, he fancies, between earth and sky. 
The Pagan in his blind idolatry 
Wears hardest marble with his knees or lip ; 
And here, more harmless creed, the rustic eye. 
Till late, saw moon-lit elves their banquets sip. 
Or print with darker green where'er they lov'd to trip. 



" But, for it is not far, let us prolong 
Our walk to where a solitary man. 
Stricken in years, far from the busier throng, 
Measures apace his quickly dwindling span ; 
Of whom, because the last of all his clan 
He shuns the world's rude contact, have been spread 
Strange village tales, that subject to his ban 
Uneasy ghosts rise from their earthly bed. 
While in his haunted house he communes with the dead." 
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Gerald; when Mabel willing smil'd assent^ 
Resumed — ** It wants but little skill to find 
How first truth's rays with error's shades are blent ; 
Pure ore, though scanty, still remains behind 
From the base metal of its dross refin'd — 
Thus in this vulgar tale methinks I trace 
The simple habit of this old man's mind. 
Which conjures up in his lone dwelling place 
Familiar recollections of the bye gone race." 



And speculating thus, they slowly dropp'd 
From the green hill down to the vale below. 
Where rose a house, red brick'd, and gable topp'd. 
Whose zigzag chimnies in fantastic row 
Sprung clustering thick with pointed rods to throw 
Fierce lightning harmless to the earth beneath. 
The tamish'd vane swung creaking to and fro. 
In shape a dragon arm'd with grinning teeth, 
Fork'd tongue, and barbM tail, twisted in cumbrous wreath. 



Upon the garden soon they paus'd to gaze ; 
An ancient pleasaunce, where the shrubberies bore. 
E'en through the negligence of later days. 
Faint traces of the quaint device which shore 
Their yearly increase in the times of yore ; 
When, trimm'd a horseman, prickly holly grew, 
Now sprouting at all points close cut before ; 
And cypress trees, dark the long winter through. 
At equal spaces deck'd the hedge of square cropp'd yew. 
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Three tiers of terrace in successive ffight. 
Each as the other green and smooth and broad^ 
Gave to the old house dignity and height ; 
From whence descending to the level sward. 
Fell with wide steps a walk witli gravel floor'd. 
And edged with formal box on either side. 
Until it ended in a circle, bor'd 
With other three parterres as long and wide, 
That serv'd the grassy plot in quarters to divide. 



'Twas all with velvet moss thick overgrown. 
Save the ring's centre, where more rankly sprung 
Green weeds around a dial's antique stone. 
On whose crack'd face the shadow still was flung 
Without a change, all those chang'd things among. 
The shaft was stain'd by time ; with lichens green ; 
And graven on the rim, in Latin tongue. 
Ran an old legend, now but scarcely seen : 
'^ No hours are mark'd by me unless they be serene/' 



The very flowers grew straggling weak and tall. 
As if no hand had long been there to tie 
The sprouting tendrils, and forbid their fall ; 
But quite worn out with age, their sickly dye 
Faded and droop'd with flaunting mockery : 
Nor distant far, a lonely lime-tree stood. 
Rustling its yellow foliage mournfully ; 
Sad, yet majestic in its solitude : 
And all the soil beneath with yellow leaves was strew'd. 
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Twas such withont— within decay had thrust 
His clammy fingers the damp walls among ; 
Weigh'd down with long accumulated dust 
Old spiders'-webs from the dark rafters hung. 
The very slabs beneath their footsteps rung 
With joyless echo on the stranger's ear : 
And on one side with careless air were flung, 
Once fairly order'd, club, bow, target, spear. 
Trophies for war or travel in another sphere. 



And soon within an inner room they found. 
Where mid much ash the lingering embers glow'd. 
Bending, as if in meditation bound. 
The tenant of that desolate abode. 
Some seventy winters on his brows had snow'd 
Their hoary honours, and low-bent his frame — 
Nor welcome, nor observant sign he shew'd. 
When to his very hearth the intruders came. 
But strain'd his listless gaze unchanging on the flame. 



As Gerald touched his shoulder, with a smile 
He turn'd, not startled, but well pleas'd to see 
One who had oft, though 'twas but to beguile 
Some tedious hours, and with a selfish glee. 
Broken the dullness of his privacy. 
He smil'd too at the blushing girl who stood 
By his friend's side, the while with converse free. 
Hinting at strange reports^ a village-brood, 
True reason Gerald sought of this his solitude. 
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" Why do I linger in this ruined home^ 
Around this tottering roof-tree soon to fall ? 
True, where it lists, the viewless wind may roam 
Inward or outward through the crannied wall. 
Where ivy-roots, as time has taught them, crawl 
Uncheck'd — ^true, that a gloomy shade is cast 
Athwart the cold slabs of the dusty hall ; 
Now echo-less, save when tis seldom past 
Over by these weak feet, the lonely, and tiiie last. 



" What, when the world was open to my choice. 
Could thus endear this widow'd spot to me ? 
Nay — though thou canst not hear them, many a voice 
Whispers around, or speaketh tenderly — 
And here are sights none but myself may see — 
Sounds, heard but once — ^in childhood — ^ne'er forgot : 
Wakening with solemn touches memory. 
Like broken music — ^forms, whose glance is shot 
Into the heart — ^but not of him who knew them not 



" I had a brother once — when we were boys 
Within this room our earliest games were play'd : 
Upon this floor were strewn our wooden toys. 
While artless hands the brick foundations laid ; 
PiFd, till its weight a ruin'd turret made — 
I had twin sisters — ^fairy forms, who came 
On Earth like flowers in Spring, seen but to fade — 
Twas here they mingled in our ruder game. 
Until one day we call'd in vain on either name. 



85 



" Here my kind father, my dear mother there, 
Smil'd on our sports with all a parents' pride, 
Each from the nook of their long-vacant chair. 
And sometimes sought behind a frown to hide 
Their love, when forc'd our truant tricks to chide. 
Here too we crowded round, a merry race, 
What time the yule-log cast its flashes wide ; 
In the bright glowing embers skill'd to trace 
Trees, castles, ruins, rocks, and many a monstrous face. 



" That race has gone; long wept with many tears; 
Their once familiar place now knows them not — 
Nor only these : for in long after years 
A second magic circle charm'd the spot 
Oh I happy day, never to be forgot. 
When first beneath the melancholy bough 
Of yon tall tree that shades the verdant plot. 
My lov'd one heard and pledged a mutual vow — 
My pearl — sweet one — voice of my heart — ^where art thou now ? 



" And soon, where erst I and my brethren stray'd. 
Another group of fix>lic forms was seen ; 
My own sweet little ones, who rov'd and play'd 
O'er the same shady nooks and sunny green. 
Renewing all our sports where we had been — 
They too have vanish'd, like a dream, a cloud — 
A little while, I shall no more be seen ; 
Though last, not thankless to have been allow'd 
To linger where the Past's fond recollections crowd. 
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^^ For oft when Eyemng's mystic shades are thrown 
O'er the dim walls of this deserted room^ 
Fancy will re-illume the cold hearth stone^ 
And those that long since tenanted the tomb 
Rise spirit-like^ dear shadows^ to assume 
Each its peculiar place — then glances shoot 
Forth from departed ejes^ and light the gloom; 
Forms motionless, yet mocking vain pursuit ; 
Speechless^ yet in their silence eloquently mute. 



" Nor in the richer sun-light's yellow blaze 
Am I companionless — ^then round me rings 
A choir of voices heard in earlier days ; 
Shouts of remember'd laughter; whisperings. 
And mimic'd names, to which my spirit springs 
Fluttering with gladness, such as fills the breast 
Of some lone bird, when on long absent wings 
Its mate re-seeking its old place of rest. 
Wakes the responsiye shades with cooing o'er their nest 



^* And never yet in Spring, or Summer prime, 
The harper Wind his tuneful fingers threw 
Among the shrill leaves of yon lonely lime, 
(Now like myself, the last, where many grew 
In double ranks, a stately avenue,) 
Making the branches vocal as they stirr'd. 
But that my sense to that low music flew 
Entranc'd ; for lo I a spirit's voice was heard 
Mingling with tones of love and joy in every word* 



J 



87 



^* Then wonder not that the worst wounds of age. 
The gaps deep-stabb'd by seemg others die 
Before ourselves, wisely I would assuage 
With Heaven-sent medicinal memory. 
It is an old man's privilege to fly 
Back to tlie past, and as it were create 
Again the moments of his life gone by. 
By commune with himself — I could not mate 
Now with a world of strangers — 'tis my fate — ^my fate." 



The old man ceas'd ; and with uplifted hand 
Shaded his eyes, as one who strives to hide 
Tears, or emotions not at his command. 
And slowly shook his drooping head and sigh'd : 
When Mabel, softly stealing to him, tried 
The flowing current of his grief to brave ; 
And in more tranquil channel turn the tide 
Of thoughts still dashing on one shore, the grave. 
As Ocean to some desert strand beats, wave on wave. 



" Oh I wanderer by Meditation's stream. 
Under the weeping willow-boughs of thought. 
Rede me, an if ye can, the fairy dream 
In which but yester-night my soul was caught 
A prince up-raised his magic wand methought. 
When swiftly, as Aladdin's, from the ground 
Sprang forth a palace all of crystal wrought : 
Crowding towards it, troops of strangers wound^ 
While merry music of all nations floated round. 



i% 



88 



" Within the lucid walls, a vast arcade, 
Pil'd to the roof in order from the floor 
The wonders of the wide world were display'd, 
Gather'd from every clime and every shore : 
Shawls of the wool which goats of Cashmere wore. 
Encircled midway by a marriage ring; 
Chain armour, gold inlaid, from far Lahore r 
Swords temper'd in the cold Damascus' spring ; 
Fans glittering with the dyes of every tropic wing. 



" Gems cut with all the old Italian art. 
Glass gleaming with Bohemia's crimson bloom; 
Or fashioned in Venice sea-girt mart ; 
The glossiest velvets of the Genoa loom ; 
Scents redolent of roses of Fayoum : 
Pearls, amber, silks in piece or flossy skein : 
Strip'd skins of Afric ; fiirs of Arctic gloom : 
Statues in bronze, or marble without vein : 
And thousand fresh inventions of the teeming brain. 



" Quaint implements and many strange machines ; 
New tumed-up minerals and speckled shells ; 
Vases of alabaster ; carved screens ; 
Tall jasper flasks and flagons ; silver bells 
From whose chased sides the storied figure swells. 
Lace fine as gossamer : brocade of gold : 
Carpets in crimson bath'd, or purple wells : 
Enamell'd cups ; turbans of Turkish fold : 
And tesselated slabs surpassing those of old. 
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^^ Anon my vision suflPer'd change, as fades 
A cloud at sunset imperceptibly 
Into new forms, and dolphin-dying shades. 
He knows not how, before the gazer's eye. 
So pass'd the crystal palace, meltingly. 
Into another shape ; and lo ! I stood 
Beneath a wondrous tree that rear'd on high 
Its ample spreading top full many a rood. 
And growing quickly still, it arched o'er Thamis' flood. 



^^ And still it grew and spread ; and ever dropt 
Along its path slight columns downward sent ; 
Which, taking root, the lengthening branches propp'd. 
Like India's giant tree, where armies, spent 
With march or battle, pitch the mid-day tent : 
It shadowed all the land from sea to sea : 
Lifting its green head to the firmament ; 
But, underneath, the leaves shone ghtteringly. 
As shakes the silver birch or hoary poplar tree : 



" Casting about a dim, grey, tranquil light 
O'er all the soil with springy verdure floor'd ; 
While old Earth's varied races, bronz'd or white, 
Held sober converse on the turfy sward. 
They talk'd of arts and peace ; not of the sword ; 
And brothers' harmony throughout prevailed ; 
When lo ! as when the charge of horse is pour'd 
On hostile I'anks, a noise mine ears assail'd 
Sudden — the people smil'd ; I only tum'd and quail'd* 
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^^ Then saw I streaming o'er the dusty plain 
Towards the tree vast troops of horsemen sweep 
With flashing eyes, red spurs, and loosen'd rein. 
As though their eager swords in blood to steep : 
Along the leaves I felt a tremor creep. 
And as within the silvery shade they come. 
Rider and horse turn stone, stiff as the sleep 
Of those famed knights, fhe marble champions, whom 
Our sainted George awoke to fight for Christendom. 



" E'en while I gazed, a cannon's distant roar 
Forc'd me turn quickly to the other side ; 
And there I view'd a mighty ship of war, 
Under full sail, come on with wind and tide ; 
But swift, as though the fainting wind had died. 
Her empty sails fell flapping on the mast ; 
So shut the sea-bird's wings when he hath spied 
The finny shoal below him darting past ; 
Then downward, like a ball, his headlong form is cast 



" And yet there play'd about among the leaves 
A thousand little breezes, such as shake 
The corn, ere sickle-cut and bound in sheaves. 
And all around a murmur'd music spake : 
Th^ air breath'd perfume, such as those who make 
The nutmeg-garden'd coast of green Ceylon, 
Catch, leagues at sea, when the land-winds awake. 
Blowing from off the shore ; and the sun shone 
O'er argosies deep-stow'd, that gallantly sail'd on." 
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She ceas'd: — "Fair girl," he said, *^ your thoughts were bent 
Upon the time when from a princely mind 
Shall spring a thought, which, like the Arabian tent. 
That swell'd till it could canopy mankind. 
Will spread and ramify, until it bind 
The world in peaceftd union, like a ring ; 
We may not see the day, but 'tis behind 
Fate's veil, and into life will surely spring." 
Again sweet Mabel spake, and touch'd a different string — 



" Yes;" when she paus'd, he cried, and clasp'd her hand, 
" Sweet lady, your kind playful words I feel 
Have or a charm seductive to command. 
Or trutliful virtue in their power to heal : 
As bees from noxious weeds their honey steal. 
Sweet consolation in my grief you find ; 
For though a prisoner at the chariot wheel 
Of memory, you truly say, the mind 
Loves its long slavery, and hugs the chains which bind. 



" Yea, golden are the fetters, or if space 
Contains more precious metal, costlier far. 
Which manacle my spirit to this place ; 
Lov'd are they, and by wear familiar. 
Oh I when the course of many years shall bar 
The hopeful spirit in its forward flight. 
The magic links which memory forges are 
The old man's stay and joy, giving out light 
And music as they shake, to cheer the closing night 



'92 



" But for your query, — ^my much wont to look 
On epochs mark'd by deaths, not active life. 
On benefits) which He who gave them took 
In season,— parents, brethren, children, wite. 
Like boughs and shoots before the pruner's knife 
Falling — this habit in my every thought 
Must plead excuse, if the last passage, rife 
With novelty to this secluded spot. 
Strange unexpected change, my history forgot. 



^* Some few days since, within my solitude. 
Urging his sad request with piteous tale, 
A sickly stranger paus'd to beg for food ; 
And, need you doubt it, not without avail : 
But when with thanks, tho' weary, faint, and pale. 
He took the staff that help'd his feeble way. 
All fearful lest his little strength should fail, 
I check'd his parting words, and bade him stay. 
To share my lonely roof until some happier day. 



" Poor is he and a poet, for it chanc'd 
But yester e'en that to my side he came. 
And while he silent stood, and timid glanc'd, 
The ingenuous blood rush'd up, as if in shame, 
Even to his pale temples,— then my name 
He bless'd ; and gave me, with a blushing cheeki 
This scroll, and said his fortune was to blame, 
That by his fancy only he could speak 
His gratitude. — ^There, read it, for mine eyes are weak*** 
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oar itiens creams. 



Dreams are the happiest part of poor men's lives — 

For when sleep falls upon their weary lids. 

Like the still dew which night descending pours 

Into the slumbering flower-bells, all their cares. 

The hopeless wants, the cheerless toils of day, 

The fears, the longings, and the lowering mass 

Of deep anxieties dispers'd roll off. 

As tempest-clouds before the genial sun. 

Then, for a while, stem Penury herself, 

Loos'ning her gripe, shakes forth her iron reins. 

And swift. Imagination's painted car, 

Drawn by the rapid-footed steeds of Thought, 

Fancy the charioteer, is whirl'd along 

Into the regions of far fairy-land. 



Then he, whose nightly meal, a scanty crust. 
Was wash'd with water from the neighbouring spring, 
Whom thatch and rags scarce sheltered from the blast. 
Straightway becomes a monarch : lo I he sits 
Within his palace on an ivory throne. 
Sceptre in hand, and golden crown on head ; 
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His robes Imperial purple. Through the doors^ 
To all flung open, flows the subject throng, 
To whom, each in his tiu'n dofHng their caps. 
And bending low the knee, he doth dispense 
Equal and ready justice by his nod : 
And — ^for 'tis ever thus that poor men say. 
And fancy they would act (oh ! heart of man,) 
Should happier fortune gild their future path — 
He pours his treasure with unsparing hand. 
Making want smile, and shivering beggars sing. 



Or he is stretch'd upon a moss-grown bank 
"Watching the fairies trace their moon-lit rings — 
Thousands of pigmy forms upon the green, 
Clad in transparent robes of wavy hght, 
"Whirl round the dance with ever ceaseless song, 
To strains of wild unearthly music tun'd; 
Strains, such as the enamoured wind-harp sighs. 
When youthfiil Zephyr steals upon her rest. 
And fans her bosom with his purple wings. 
Some weave thin chains of gossamer in air. 
Floating themselves, and chanting elfln spells : 
Some hang like May-flies o'er the near cascade. 
Laving their gauze-like pinions in the spray, 
A silver cloud that veils the naked stream. 
Yet scarcely, from the chaste eyes of the Moon. 
Some quaff the sparkling dew from hollow cups 
Of beryl tum'd, or amethystine hue : 
Others hang clustering like new-swarming bees 
From the long branches of the fragrant lime ; 
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Under the shade of folded flowers they He, 

On rose-leaf couch supine. A warrior band 

Guards every avenue on gnats and moths 

And butterflies caparison'd for war ; 

Their bridles, spiders' web ; their glittering spears 

Of pointed moon-beams ; helmets brightly set 

With tiny stars ; and plumes, and scarfs of down, 

Blown from autumnal thistles by the breeze : 

Their bucklers diamond, their spears of gold. 

A countless host, all radiant as the moats 

Of noon-day sun, upon their king and queen 

Attend obsequious round their jewell'd thrones, 

In crystal halls arch'd o'er with orient pearls. 

And length'ning aisles from the streak'd agate cut, 

Where, hung on jasper pillars, mystic flames 

(Such as the way-farer belated sees 

Flitting by niglit o'er marshy moors) close pent 

In sapphire prisons, cast pale violet hues 

O'er floors with saflron-colour'd topaz set ; 

Till, when the flrst faint streak hath pal'd the skies. 

With whoop, and halloo, and the rush of wings. 

The pageant fades into the grey of morn. 



Sometimes he mingles with the mazy daitce. 
Through lofty rooms where costliest perfume 
And shrubs of rare exotic growth cast round 
A delicate taint upon the loaded air. 
There, amid orange-bloom and arbutus, 
Koses, and flowers of every scent and hue. 
Lamps hang dispos'd, amid the leaves scarce seen. 



96 



Which^ by some curious art subdued^ shoot forth 
0*er the cool marble pavement, tessellate, 
Rays without glare of amber-colour'd light. 
Strains of voluptuous music faintly fall. 
Like fountains dropping distant, on his ear ; 
While in rich carpets of the gaudy East, 
Stain'd with the Syrian and the crocus dye. 
That blush and spring disdainful from the tread. 
His foot sinks deeply down, luxurious ; 
Now glides o'er glassy boards, whose polished gloss 
Lends swiftness to the twinkling feet that fly 
In circles o'er it With the joyous train — 
Himself as joyous — to the banquet halls. 
Where mirrors catch the dazzling light, reflect, 
And, multiplying, beautify the scene, 
Onward he sweeps, where gold and dainties deck*, 
Almost in equal shares, the festive board ; 
And amid youth and beauty, laugh and jest. 
Rich dresses, cheeks that glow, and sparkling eyes. 
Quaffs brimming goblets crown'd with ruby wine. 



Lo I the scene changes. Now a belted knight 
Glittering in arms of fluted steel, the grooves 
Thick sown with flowery gold, and nodding plume. 
Emblazoned buckler, clattering glove and heel. 
Graceful he reins his charger round the lists. 
By gorgeous heralds, knights discomfited. 
Mid waving kerchiefs, smiles, and shouts and cheers ; 
Till, with a bound, his mighty war-horse stands 
Still as the statue in the Arabian tale. 
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Or those stone warriors whom the sainted G-eorge^ 
Champion of England^ woke for his compeers ! 
His lance-point lowering to the gromid^ he bows 
Low o'er the saddle's pointed bow his head 
And locks close-clustering, which the envious casque 
Conceals no longer from the wooing wind. 
Meanwhile the tell-tale blush, swift mantling o'er 
His toil-brown'd cheek and forehead, speaks his love ; 
While from the Queen of Beauty's trembling hand. 
Stout knight, he gains the garland, and is crown'd. 
Exulting, victor of the tournament ! 



Now his brave barque is bounding o'er the sea ; 
High heav'n above, the rushing wave below. 
Her stiff masts groaning, all her cordage strained. 
And her white canvas bellying in the wind. 
Swift as a bird of ocean (when the sun 
Flogs downward his o'er-driven steeds to cool 
His glowing wheels beneath the western wave) 
Points her flight homeward to her clift-hid nest. 
He steers his vessel toward the sea-girt land. 
His island home, unseen for many years. 



Sudden his barque starts up a stately ship 
Pierc'd through, and bristling round with brazen guns: 
Then whilst the crew by turns keep faithful watch. 
He paces the tall deck, an admiral : 
And, glass in hand, sweeps all the horizon's verge, 
Marks the rich convoy crowding close around, 
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Fearful of danger where no danger is. 

Like white-wing'd doves, who cower when high in air, 

The mimic falcon, boyhood's harmless sport. 

Floats on broad wings, and scares the feathery tribe: — 

Now he is bending o'er lihe glass-like wave. 

Now looks out on the myriad stars th^t stud 

With golden spangles the dun skirts of night ! 



Once more— one of those charms of magic sleep — 
Long painful years have backward roll'd their course. 
And he is seated on the village green. 
Tasteless of care, a litde fair-hair'd child. 
Close by his father's homely cot, bound o'er 
With clematis and wood-bine's tangled sweets. 
Beneath the branches of a spreading oak ; 
Such as when Mona, sacred Mona, knew 
The sway of Druids, skill'd aUke in laws 
And oracles, and medicinal herbs. 
Had grown the noblest, holiest in her woods I 
Thoughtless he sits within the chequer'd shade. 
Under the rustling leaves, nor distant fer 
Babbles the streamlet o'er its lustrous stones. 
Like a fierce braggart, bi'awling as it runs ; 
Here hidden by dark alders, peeping there 
Between its smooth, enameU'd banks, to win 
The sun's hot glances to its silver breast. 
Lo I from the school broke loose an urchin band ; 
His fellows in that sinless prime ! They rush 
Far unrestrained, and spread o'er all the green 
With wild halloo and gambol : pensive some 
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Seek the deep shade^ or muse beside the brook ; 
How few ! for sun and sport and daisied mead^ 
Inlaid with cowsUps, claim the rout their own. 



But hush I what spell is on the sleeper now ? 
Some well-known voice, whose tones have long been hush'd. 
Nor lov'd half-well enough till missed, falls sad 
As an old strain of music on his ear — 
One of those strains we hear when we are young, 
And never more ! what if he starts and wakes? 



First conscious breath he draws in sighs to find 
The vision but a vision — ^faded — ^flown — 
Back through sleeps ivory portals — ^Yes ! 'tis true — 
Dreams are the happiest part of poor men's lives ! 
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My friend, if thus indeed I name aright 
_ One whom I seldom see and hardly know. 
Roams all day long, and scarce returns by night. 
Breathing unconscious sighs that seem to blow 
From the pent caverns of some secret woe. 
Yet to my anxious search he will not own 
What hope or sorrow 'twas first bade him go 
Forth from his home by Darrent's waters, thrown 
Upon the unfeeling world, a wanderer and alone — ^" 
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He stopp'J, amazed ; for with a sadden start 
Her trembling hand from his the young girl drew — 
"Why did one guest such angry glances dart ? 
While pale the other 'mid her teardrops grew, 
PaJe as a lily damp with morning dew — 
Not then he knew, though when some weeks had flown^ 
The whole truth and its wretched cause he knew ; 
For seizing Mabel's arm within his own, 
Gerald swept forth, and left him to his thoughts alone. 



Twas that pale hour when with the curfew toll 
Rise saddest spirits from the uneasy tomb. 
Haunting the spot sin life lov'd by the soul. 
Till the shrill warning of their daily doom 
Lays them at day-break in their narrow room — 
'Twas that pale hour when in half vacant dream 
Mabel stood pensive in the imcertain gloom. 
Where the lone willow in the moon's first gleam 
Stoop'd, like a hoary lover whispering to the stream. 



So bends he down to kiss the scornful fair. 
And as she, laughing, shuns the woo'd embrace. 
From the fond arms above her bosom bare. 
Glides the coquettish wave with dimpled face. 
Such the quaint semblance Gerald oft would trace, 
Mabel, half blushing, chide — no longer dances 
Such young-love-memory with haunting grace 
Under that weeping willow ; different glances 
The flash of Mabel's thoughts beneath the pendant branches. 
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** Darrent" — ^that magic word within her breast 
Had woke the past ; the happy halcyon prime 
Of youth, life's golden age, the first and best ; 
For there's a music of that olden time. 
Though we not always hear it, age nor clime 
Nor absence banisheth from memory's cell ; 
But oft it rings out with a mournful chime ; 
So of its home the unforgetful shell 
Ever and only breathes, far Ocean's plaintive swelL 



Thus musing mark'd she not the frequent plash 
Of coming oars, till gliding to the strand 
A little boat shot with a silent dash. 
And slowly thence emerging pass to land 
A form familiar yet unknown she scann'd. 
Well with mysterious terror might she shake. 
When swift the advancing shadow seiz'd her hand 
In clay cold grasp, and in those tones that wake 
Instant remembrance, kneeling, sobbing, Hubert spake. 



**Look on me, Mabel, on these sunken cheeks. 
And, I beseech you, without shame or fear 
Listen ; nor think 'tis passion's voice that speaks: 
You were the only star that rose to cheer 
The settled darkness of my gloomy sphere — 
I love you ; and have ever — my delight. 
My sole delight, was to be hovering near 
Your daily course, and glad me in your sight — 
You fled from Darrent's banks, and instant all was night- 
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" But for this bitter change within my breast^ 
Change^ would to God, that it had never known^ 
Mj secret had died with me unconfest; 
For I was doom'd in life to be alone : 
Like a stray leaf on troubled waters thrown, 
Pow'rless alike my course to change or guide. 
And where they list by blasts capricious blown. 
Not mark'd nor miss'd, when sinking in the tide, 
I would not drag another downward by my side. 



" And yet ere life hath loos'd its silver string. 
The bowl of brittle gold be broke, the urn 
Lie shatter'd into fragments by the spring. 
And the stiff cistern wheel forget to turn. 
Fain would I speak the winged thoughts that bum,: 
And stretch forth, ere I sink into the grave. 
Though the faint effort you perchance may spurn. 
My love, like to a brother's arm, to save 
A dear and fallen sister firom the o'erwhehning wave. 



*^ Thus fix'd my purpose, far o'er dale and hill 
I sought you hopeful, but without success, 
Tfll my weak frame, unequal to my wiU, 
Had fainted with its load of weariness. 
But that pure pity shelter'd my distress 
In that kind habitation, where to day. 
Myself imseen, from the shrubs thick recess 
I mark'd you when least look'd for take your way. 
And ne'er will quit you more unless you say me nayl 
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** Fly then, if not with me, yet fly ; but hush" — 
There was a crashing of the boughs, a bound 
Of hasty feet, a cursd, a blow, a gush 
Of blood, a pale form senseless on the grbund. 
Trampled by Gerald like a craven hound : — 
Rage-clench'd his hands; bloodshot his 'fiery eye; 
As the wild dying bull's at bay, around 
Whose flanks and front the Indian arrows fly — 
Poor Mabel saw no more, but sank down> swooningly. 



How long she knew not, for the flaming breath 
Of Fever swept across and scorch'd her brain ; 
For weeks unmark'd she lay in living death. 
In agony unconscious of its pain ; 
But youth triumphant held life's trembling chain. 
Till with a timid hand the goddess Health 
Dyed o'er the pallid cheek with rosy stain. 
Giving, like Charity, her natural wealth. 
Seen only in efiect, and with a foot of stealtL 



In the first langour of returning strength. 
Like rays of light faint recollections shot 
Pow'rless athwart her mind, until at length 
The whole truth centred in one burning spot: 
So by the convex glass are simbeams brought 
Into one fiaming focus — ^hope her guide. 
With feeble steps the haunted house she sought; 
Learnt how its lord had watch'd by Hubert's side. 
And had for her received a token ere he died. 
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'Twas a thin yolume of old poems^ worn 
By use repeated^ faded much b j time ; 
Full oft by Darrent's banks had Hubert borne. 
Full oft had Mabel heard him read the rhyme. 
And one there was, a legend of French clime, 
A strange wild tale, yet true ; for it befell 
When Europe's chivalry was in its prime ; 
By Mabel pick'd firom her old chronicle, 
*Twas clothed in verse by Hubert, as he could right weU- 
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^^ Oh I Madam^ he hath cast the foulest blight 
Upon the sommer beauty of my name^ 
That ever traitor and disloyal knight^ 
Uncourteous, felon, and devoid of shame, 
Breath'd on a virtuous lady's spotless fame. 
Thou know'st how I and my dear lord had been 
Affianced by our fathers ere we came 
Into this breathing world, our. fashion seen : 
Oh 1 thou dost well know this, my cousin and my queem 



** Our infant lisping mimic'd the same word; 
Our childish games were play'd in the same hall : 
Read from the same book, the same legend stirr'd 
Our youthful fancies — ^we were all in all. 
Each to the other, long ere love's first call 
Had echoed in our heart-depths ; — side by side 
We grew up like twin plants, whose tendrils fall 
Together like embracing arms, imtied. 
Nor trained indeed by art ; nature their only guide. 



106 



*' Oft o'er the dewy grass at earliest mom 
We spurr'd our palfireys forth, an emulons pa&r. 
And with the hunter train of hound and horn 
Up-rous'd the sleeping wild boar from his lair ; 
Or sought the river with our falcons, where 
We match'd them as the screaming heron sprung 
With spiral flight up through the cloudy air ; 
Nor looser his than mine, our bridles flung; 
Nor more with Raynard's cheer than nnne the welkin rung. 



*' Each day I watch'd him in the castle yard 
Learn from his sire in battle's mimic'd art 
How to attack the foe, himself to guard ; 
And far as damsel might, I took my part ; 
Aimed at the ring, or threw the reedy dart; 
Once too in sport I buckled on his load 
Of boyish armour ; made his jennet start 
To her full course with shaken rein and goad> 
And at the quentin fiiU ainid his laughter rode. 



** He too for hours beside my feet would sit. 
When the swift needle I was taught to ply, 
And fill the time with tales of mirthful wit. 
The while my nimble fingers wont to fly 
Over the growing storied tapestry; ^ 
Or when I struck the citham, he t'was sung 
In tones, to me, of sweetest melody 
Some old romaunt where Troubadour had flung 
His soul of love into the fair Proven9al tongue. 
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** Our troths were plighted. — Then did this bad man 
Whisper me hints 'gainst Rajmard's loyalty : 
For oft ere this in vain had Yaleran 
Sued for my hand, with still the same reply. 
I spum'd to doubt my Raynard's constancy : 
For him I had no secret — so he gave 
De Corbie, when he met him, back the lie — 
They fought ; my lover conquer'd ; dragg'd the slave 
Before my feet, and forc'd him own himself a knave. 



** The recreant cried for mercy, and besought 
De Ghoiseul not to publish his disgrace ; 
For which boon granted, he five years hath fought 
In Palestine against the Paynim race. 
Late, home returned, as ever false and base. 
When he had won my soul's most high disdain 
By words which call'd the blood up to my face. 
In my lord's absence, hath he dared to stain 
Mine honour wilt a lie before my sovereign." 



Twas thus De Choiseul's wife, fair Alix, spake. 
The noblest dame that grac'd the court of France, 
When Philip, the August one, for the sake 
Of Christendom was gathering every lance. 
And swore his kingly banners to advance 
Unto the old walls of Jerusalem ; 
Thus Alix spake the Que^i, truth in her glance^ 
Her tall form drawn up, as though to stem 
Reproach ; and honour on her brows, a diadem. 
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A noble child that bore De Choiseul's name 
Was clinging to his mother's hand the while; 
Too young to understand the words of shame. 
He shrank half bashful, yet with half a smile. 
Before the Queen, who thus ; " Nought base or vile. 
Fair cousin, toucheth you in ou;^ esteem ; 
We would but warn you of the wicked guile 
Which takes your honour for its falsehood's theme ; 
Write to your lord ; nor now in fancied safety dream." 



Unto Eong Philip's gate with fiery zeal 
A messenger hath spurr'd his panting steed ; 
He bears a letter with De Choiseul's seal. 
And thus the knightly monarch griev'd to read — 
** Dread liege, against De Corbie's felon deed 
I do appeal — ^the dagger of his breath 
Hath made mine honour, where 'tis tenderest, bleed ; 
Against my wife's fair fame he ^hispereth 
Lies false as Hell, for which I dare him to the death. 



^* Me ready wheresoe'er my liege may choose. 
In nine days hence the break of dawn shall see ; 
One boon alone my king will not refuse — 
Barr'd ere we enter let our vizors be ; 
Nor either name be told ere victory. 
Ne'er should my lady see me, ere in fight 
I have aveng'd her outrag'd loyalty 
Upon the head of that ungentle knight " — 
** Amen," the monarch cried, " and God defend the right." 
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The lists enclosed are ready where the Seine 
Into the sea near ancient Harflear falls ; 
The chosen spot a small but grassy plain, 
Hemm'd in between the river and the walls — 
It was that hour when the glad warder calls 
To rouse his sleeping mates, the night-watch done, 
And barb'd steeds neigh impatient in their stalls. 
When with his rising beams that day the Sun 
Shone on the field where fame by arms was to be won. 



Philip Augustus and his Queen were there. 
Seated in state upon their central throne ; 
On either side a crowd of ladies fair 
Deck'd for a holiday in jewels shone ; 
While many a gallant knight look'd down upon 
The field of arms with an ambitious sigh 
That it was not his lot that day to don 
His armour, when his lady-love was by. 
And break a spear for her, his star of chivalry. 



Lo I at the eastern end, upon a steed 
Black as the plumage of the raven's wing. 
Of giant limbs, such as from Flemish breed 
Cross'd with the fiery blood of Spain might spring. 
Sits a tall knight, still as a lifeless thing 
Of brass or marble ; silent as the grave ; 
From his black helm three sable feathers spring ; 
A mighty spear stands clasp'd in his black glaive ; 
tAnd at each stirrup stands a tongueless Nubian slave. 



110 



Black all his armour, and his vizor down ; 
But there was that ahout his frame which told 
Of a dark face, with sun and battle brown 
In those far lands, where the Crusaders roU'd 
The tide of war on Saladin the bold* 
A huge mace hung beside his saddle-bow ; 
On his black shield, upon a castle-hold, 
Flapp'd his ill-omen'd wings a hooded crow. 
And ^< iS^WE le €(Q13iWE8LWL '' ran the legend down bdow. 



Close to the western bound another knight ; 
Surely unused to war and warlike sports. 
His f4ne so slender, and Ms limbsVo slight, 
Some carpet hero he, bred up in courts — 
Yet, as his charger paws the ground, and snorts 
Eager, he reins him with a practis'd hand. 
And pats his crest, whose silken mane reports 
Of fathers who, a pure and noble band. 
Had swept a thousand years Arabia's desert sand. 



Milk-white the barb as the foam*beads which fleck 
His shining sides : in silver armour clad 
His rider sits ; depending from his neck 
A silver shield, where some strange fancy had 
Painted an emblem, melancholy sad, 
A single broken lily by a tomb ; 
" 3IB iWlBSttll^ " the motto: on each side a lad 
Stood by the steed, a silken-vested grOom ; 
While o'er the knight's barred vizor waved a snowy plume. 



Ill 



Then spake the King : ^^ Heralds proclaim the cause 
For which in these close lists we do ordain 
These combatants according to the laws 
Of honour^ each his just right to maintain." — 
Then stept the heralds forth upon the plain^ 
In gorgeous robes of office aU array'd. 
With party-colour'd garb and golden chain; 
Then was the Oriflamme of France display'd 
Proudly abroad ; and thrice the silver trumpets bray'd* 



** Oyez, oyez 1 He of the silver shield 
'Gainst him arm'd cap^a-pie in blackest maU 
Unto our sovereign Philip hath appeal'd^ 
For that most falsely he hath dared assail 
A lady's honour with foul slanderous tale ; 
For this there lies his gage, the appellant 's here ; 
Sound trumpets, knights advance, and truth prevail"- 
Down to its level fell each balanc'd spear. 
And swift as meteors clos'd the knights in mid. career. 



So rush to battle o'er the summer sky 
Two clouds, one sable, and one silver-white ; 
Uneven seems the war to which they fly ; 
But when they meet, their equal rage and might 
Forth flasheth in a sudden burst of light. 
And thimders roll from out each threatening breast ; 
Such was the onset now of either knight ; — 
Bent o'er his saddle, with his spear in rest, 
X)e Corbie raised his point Aill at his foeman's crest 
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The other's aim was lowered to the throat, 
Just where the gorget and the hauberk meet: 
And as the true lance through the joinings broke, 
De Corbie reel'd and staggered from his seat — 
Down sprang the Silver Knight upon his feet, 
Untouch'd by Valeran's all-erring spear ; 
Whether his eye was dazzl'd by the sheet 
Of light from his foe's shield reflected clear. 
Or God, perchance, had fill'd his guilty soul with fear. 



" Now as thou hop'st for mercy in this life. 
Or in the next, base knight, make tnle reply ; 
Own thou hast foully wrong'd De Ghoiseul's wife. 
Before the king and all his company. 
Queen, lords, and ladies — speak — or thou dost die" — 
The victor thus, the while his armed heel 
Trampled De Corbie's breast contemptuously. 
As though each fleeting heart-pulse it would feel. 
And to his brow was press'd the sword-point's glittering steeL 



*^ Yes, I do own me, it was baffled rage 
That made me falsely blacken the fair fame 
Of Alix, whom I lov'd from tenderest age ; 
Her to the peers of France I do proclaim 
O'er all most loyal wife, and spotless dame ; 
Know, Raynaxd, it is baffled rage which now 
Prompts this my dying deed, e'en when my shame 
CUps like a thorny crown my burning brow ; 
If I enjoy not Alix' love — ^neither shalt thou." 
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He spake; half rising, clasp'd his foeman's knees, 
Dash'd with his arm the threatening sword aside ; 
Then gathering life up, like the steed that sees 
The goal scarce reach'd with his last dying stride. 
He plunged his dagger in his conqueror's side ; — 
Too true the blow, for it was hatred's heir ; 
The victor sinks ; the helmet straps divide ; 
The casque falls back — oh ! God! what sight is there ? 
Tis Alix' charming face and golden-cluster'd hair ! 



The nobles, terror-struck, press'd round her form ; 
The corslet from her bosom they unbound ; 
The Queen herself stoop'd down to stanch the warm 
Current of life fa.t gushing from the wound- 
Ha I who is he that dasheth with a bound. 
Through the close ranks, in breathless haste to cast 
Himself beside her on the bloody ground ; 
He locks her head in his embraces fast. 
He strains his gaze upon her, as it were the last ? 



A thousand kisses on each ashen cheek. 
And on her livid lips he prints, and cries, 
*^ Open your eyes, my own wife ; only speak ; 
Speak to me, only, Alix ; ope your eyes ; 
'Tis Raynard calls — ^your husband by you lies." — 
Slowly as morning mists up mountains roll. 
Her eyelids, laden with the death-dews, rise. 
And with a look so full of love, the whole 
Of life swims there, she scans the partner of her souL 

I 
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'^ Pardon me, my dear lord, the ploas cheat 
Which to my letter plac'd your signet ring ; 
In all a loyal life my first deceit ; 
And pardon me, my sovereign lord and king ; 
This thought, lov'd Raynard, takes from death the sting. 
That my life's forfeit hath perchance sav'd thine ; 
Thou might'st have fall'n beneath that tiger-spring; 
Slain by a woman ends his dastard line ; 
To me was the offence, fitly the vengeance mine. 



** Where is your hand ? — my eyes are growing dim ; 
Swear to grant one last boon ;" — ^he sobb'd, " I swear^ — 
" Our child — be father, mother, both to him; 
For, oh I he now will want a mother's care, — 
Stoop ; let my fingers play among your hair 
Once more ; support me — oh 1 embrace me fast — 
Kiss me, love, closer, closer — ah 1 my pray'r— 
Raynard — my child," — forth gush'd her blood, the last; 
And on her husband's Hps the heroine's spirit pass'd. 



Each line remembered struck to Mabel's heart. 
As to the wanderer's doth his village chime. 
When he returns home, whence in youth his start 
To toil, or travel, in far distant clime — 
Tokens in Autumn pluckt, or Summer prime. 
Lay press'd and dead between the volume's leaves; 
Foliage of silver birch, and honied lime ; 
King-cups, whose brightness from the sunshine thieves ; 
Darnels^ and poppies pull'd from out the yellow sheaves. 
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Nor wfldlings only— of the favor'd band 
That decks the garden^ some were sav'd with care ; 
These^ though she not remember'd, Mabel's hand 
Had given long since to him who placed them there. 
Pansies and short-liy'd roses^ lilies fair. 
The stookf who loves the evening's dewy fall. 
And purple violets, the pages share 
With her, the flower who tufts the mossy wall, 
Bedropt with golden bloom, the sweetest of them alL 



A mournful thought, into brief stanza cast. 
Told, that tho' lost their scent and changed their hue. 
The flowers should keep the memory of the past 
rresh in the writer's breast, fragrant and new. 
And thus below an alter'd temper drew 
An alter'd moral — *• Virtue's bounds o'erstept. 
Of worldly pleasures past an emblem true 
These flowers afford — ^what sweetness have they kept? 
Mabel, think thou on this." — Often she thought, and wept 



I 2 
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CANTO III. 



The Past I oh I fall of memories of tears. 
Errors, and vice, and crime I return, return. 
In pitjr ye irrevocable years; 
We will undo the blushing deeds that bum 
Conscience with shame and sorrow ; lo I they spum^ 
Pale scoffing spectres, our unanswered pray'r. 
And to the Future point, severe and stem; 
Man's moments, like the Sybil leaves in air 
Once scattered, pass jGrom him for ever, foul or fair ! 



The swallows had rebuilt in their old eaves ; 
The lazy Summer's busy handmaid. Spring, 
Had bent a coronal of fresh green leaves, 
And plac'd it on her temples, glittering 
With the bright gems a thousand showers fling; 
The tangled coppice heard no more the shout 
Of restless cuckoo, ever on the wing. 
Invisible to all the village rout: 
From isle-built nest the swan her cygnet brood led out 
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But that one little year had seen depart 
From Mabel's face the former radiant mirth^ 
Which, from the sunshine of a cloudless heart, 
Beam'd o'er it sparkling ; brightness doubly worth 
All the bright things and places upon earth I 
Yet had the melancholy of her soul. 
Creative, to fresh beauties given birth. 
As the shade cast across the painted scroll 
Softens each garish tint, and beautifies the whole. 



So stands a ruin, fresh in its decay. 
Where creeping plants twine their insidious arms. 
Making the chinks through which they wind their way ; 
And still destroying, still they add new charms. 
With growth that overshadows, not alarms : — 
So, when the purple beams of day be set, 
Tho' sunlight now the scene no longer warms. 
Should closing Eve with falling showers be wet. 
So soft is Nature grief, the past we scarce regret 



For from the first, 'mid each new strange delight. 
Her grandsire's form rose on her mourning sense ; 
And oft she long'd, yet ever fear'd, to write. 
Putting the task off with some weak pretence ; 
So frail we are when virgin innocence. 
The bosom's fairest, strongest, holiest guest, 
Sham'd at the loosen'd zone, and banish'd thence. 
Waving her white wings, leaves the sullied breast- 
One virtue gone for aye, how timid all the rest I 
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Gerald^ toO; did not longer love to tell 
Those wonder-stirring tales which she had heard 
Bat all too fondlj, and sometimes there fell 
From eye and lip harsh look and harder word* 
Twas strange that he could blame her who had err'd 
But once, jet that how fatally, for him. 
StiU was his recreant conscience ever stirr'd. 
When from such cause he mark'd her eye grow dim. 
To kiss her cheek, and swear 'twas but a passing whim. 



So warbling low-ton'd snatches of old song. 
At times she sate or stray'd, as one who sought 
To banish painfal memories, that throng 
Unwelcome guests, into the halls of thought* 
Ofl, as the late-returning rower caught. 
By night, her wild and melancholy note. 
Pausing awhile, with dripping oars, he brought 
Close to the garden's sheltering bank his boat. 
And when the voice was hush'd, would, lingering, homewardfloat. 



One bright day by the fountain-side they stood, 
When she ask'd Gerald why his looks were sad; 
At first he frown'd, and then in mournful mood, 
" Mabel," he said, " when I was yet a lad 
At school, one only, dear, dear friend 1 had — 
Together we two roam'd, together read, — 
Nor when apart, I think, was either glad : 
We drank from deep affection's fountain-head; 
But a few years have pass'd, and see our friendship dead* 
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We were as neighbouriDg and kindred springs, 
Which simultaneous leap up to the day 
On the same mountain ; their first babbling sings 
Glad and harmonious in their infant play. 
Too soon each flings itself a different way ; 
Down the steep hill the parted waters pour ; 
Still parting more, to poles distinct they stray ; 
Each seeks its own appropriate ocean shore — 
So we, whose youth was one, in age shall meet no more. 



** 'Twas strange we two were friends, for I was wild. 
Wayward, and hot ; nor could I bear reproof; 
He was a sickly boy, meek, thoughtful, mild. 
Who from our noisy games still kept aloof — 
Strange threads run side by side in Nature's woof; — 
And yet, God knows, I lov'd him, as he me. 
What time we gaz'd on Heayen's high spangled roof 
Nightly, and daily wander'd o'er the lea. 
Or trac'd romantic tales beneath some spreading tree. 



*^ Now, in a village, from the world remote, 
Tis his to preach unto a little flock ; 
To work the good that saints or taught or wrote ; 
To build his home on that eternal rock. 
Safe from the billows and the whirlwind's shock — 
While I — but tush — it seems, to memory's ear 
Some scene hath called up voices, tones, that mock 
Harmonies sunk in silence many a year — 
And he has written — how— my Mabel you shall hear. 



LETTER. 

*' If, in those happy days, when we two stray *d 
Our boyish Ida's classic fields around. 
Through the forbidden coppice-tangled shade 
Where devious paths to lovely Ruislip wound. 
Hand link*d in hand, and hearts together bound, 
A voice ill-boding had been heard to say 
Our mutual oaths were but an empty sound. 
Our brothers'-love was passing with the day. 
We both had smil*d and tum'd incredulous away. 



** You do remember how our childish talk 
Peopled each lonely hamlet by the road 
With beings such as seldom love to walk 
This visible world of ours ; for each abode 
With Peace, Joy, Mirth, and Happiness was stow'd. 
Contentment, smiling at the trelliss'd porch, 
Welcom'd home Labour with his wheaten load ; 
There Want might chill not ; Sin nor Anger scorch ; 
Nor Jealousy toss high her sickly-gleaming torch. 



**How, by the margin of that fairy lake, 
We took our seat upon the sandy shore 
Which scarcely saves it from the invading brake. 
And from one book on magic tales would pore. 
Or, as the failing Evening older wore, 
Ere turning homeward, still we rose to trace. 
Untiring task 1 the arrowy streamlet pour 
Its bashful course ; and watch its waters race. 
Welling beneath the alders, in that quiet place. 
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" How, through the dreamy wood backward we sped. 
Just as the warning shadows longer fell ; 
And cali'd up, half in mirth and half in dread. 
The mystic habitants of forest dell — 
What gliding spectres rose at fancy's spell 
Through the long twilight vistas of the trees — 
Then, listening anxious lest the evening bell 
Too soon should swing its peal upon the breeze, 
A pause from head-long haste itself we dar'd to seize. 



*^ And as one path our daily feet pursu'd. 
So bent the mutual thoughts of either boy ; 
One wish was ours ; an equal Muse we woo'd. 
With hope divided and a double joy. 
Pleasures, with which remorse mix'd no alloy. 
Lent to our studies ever new delight. 
As bending o'er the tale of Greece and Troy, 
We dreamt of love, or mingled with the fight. 
Or learnt whate'er was wrong but to pursue the right 



" Have you forgotten how our day-dreams drew 
The outline of the student's destiny ; 
Trax^ing his meteoric passage through 
Age after age, athwart Time's charted sky ? 
How our young hearts tumultuous throbb'd to try 
All Learning's sun-path on Icarian wing. 
Fixing before the inward spiritual eye 
The type of Knowledge, as a golden ring 
Crowning the ideal Scholai', Prophet, Priest, and King ? 
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" Were we not heirs, too, of that labourer band. 
The vanish'd benefactors of mankind, 
Who pass'd the torch of Truth fix)m hand to hand ? 
Were we not links, too, of the immortal Mind ? 
Did we not dedicate ourselves, and bind 
Our lives to Man's advancement? How we swore 
To conquer all the past that lay behind. 
But that we might more surely stamp and pour 
Our impress and our spirit on the age before. 



*' Aye 1 'twas a pure conception of God's truth. 
When rapt, as in an ecstacy, we view'd 
With faith of a sublime and earnest Touth, 
The vision of the Scholar^s aim, pursued 
Through study, contemplation, solitude. 
Long suffering oft ; yet ever self-sustain'd 
By the divine Idea, its daily food. 
On toiling, not till Wealth or Power was gain'd. 
But till the soul supreme o'er Life's dominion reign'd : 



'^ Then spread itt wings of action rain-bow wide. 
Bold as an angel's flight, and lightning swift. 
Whether to do, or speak ; to teach, or guide ; 
Whether in silent cell to write, or lift 
The lofty voice of eloquence, God's gift: 
Not for self-exultation, fame, or praise ; 
But on foundations which shall never shift. 
For all Humanity's frail race to raise 
Truth's lode-star light, unquench'd, through all the latter dai 
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To bring cheap justice home to every do#r, 
To find for every labourer fit space 
And season for his toil, whether to ponr 
His sweat down on the unsabdaed Earth's face. 
Or to her conquer'd gifts lend form and grace : 
Mete work and wages to each willing frame : 
Get all the same fair start in life's short race. 
Spite of birth's accident ; and bold proclaim 
The Conmion-weal henceforth a thing and not a name. 



'' To teach all men that their whole duty lies 
In those four mystic words, " Thou shalt not steal; ^ 
To make bright Truth the jewel of their eyes. 
Fair Peace their universal signet seal ; 
To plead unawed the voiceless Poor's appeal. 
Till Right obtain the mastery o'er Might, 
And Earth's lords act the new love which they feel 
Unto their humble peers ; for equal light 
Flames, tongue-like, o'er all souls in His impartial sight. 



** Oh 1 for the dim land of Youth's fairy dreams. 
When love of fellows, and the wish for good. 
Clip all Mankind, even as the Ocean streams 
Kiss every shore with their abounding flood : 
When hate of wrong boils up the indignant blood. 
And Power seems boundless as the headlong Will ; 
Ere yet Convention dragple in the mud 
Intention's rainbow pinions, and the chill 
3f the World's icy forms the bud of promise kill 
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" And in the church-yard, e'en while thus we vow'd 
O'er the great Poet's favorite tomb, to strive. 
Casting behind us all the ignoble crowd. 
Soon as arose a hum from out the hive 
Of our dear pleasure-seeking mates, alive 
As a youD£c colt who hears his mother's call. 
You bounld truant from my side, to dive 
Into the liquid pool, or urge the ball : 
Fit symbol of our parting last and worst of alL 



" All this hath long been o'er. The World's stern voice 
Hath call'd us forth where busier things are rife. 
To play our parts, and both have made our choice ; 
Myself, the calm philosophy of Kfe ; 
Its perils you, its struggles, and its strife. 
Our paths are separate ; each firm corded vow 
That bound us, cut in twain, as with a knife. 
Tells to what unseen destinies we bow — 
For scarce six years are past, and we are strangers now. 



** Yet there are heart-chords which sad Memory strings 
In after years to waken for a while 
In harmony with half-forgotten things ; 
Thus, when I pause where Elstree's waters smile^ 
Fair Elstree I cheating thoughts the hour beguile ; 
Fancy flies backward to the past in pain ; 
With me your image threads each leafy aisle; 
And though our fates forbid it, I would fain 
Those happy days gone by, once more were back again.'* 



125 



**0h 1 the good man ; and you have answer'd " — ^*yes 
I thank^ and I have answer'd my old friend ; 
But such sad words my humbled thoughts express^ 
I have not^ and I cannot stoop to send 
Owning me wrong — ^pride will not let me bend : 
And yet — but no — ^'twas fated we should part — 
Diverging roads our different joumies bend — 
The wound will close howe'er at first it smart — 
There, read to me the deep outpourings of my heart." 

He gave into her hand a blotted scroll — 
Oh I had some limner's skilful hand be^i there 
To fix the picture on his deathless scroll; 
That beautiful young girl, her flowing hair. 
Her tearful eyes, lips mov'd as if in pray'r. 
While uttering words of self-reproach and blame — 
That haughty man, his changeful mien and air. 
What flashes o'er his face and spirit came ; 
Pride, anger, hope, remorse, affection, sorrow, shame 1 



THE REPLY. 

Had I but known thy worth when we two parted. 
With mutual coldness in our tones and eyes. 

Tears in the room of distant words had started. 
Nor had I lightly thrown away my prize. 
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Tou had not wrong your gentle heart with warning. 
Well tim'd, but thankless, at each fresh excess ; 

And I in listening, instead of scorning. 
Had learnt to love thee for thine earnestness. 

Yet, dwelling on past years, I thought that never 
Such old affection, though sore tried, could end ; 

Forgetfal that the lengthened strain will sever 
The string ; the bow wiU break as well as bend. 

Till lost, men say, we know not half our treasure ; 

"Would I had prov'd it false as I have true ; . 
But I was young, and that fair siren Pleasure 

Charm'd till my ravish'd ears were deaf to you. 

You, too, were young ; but by those truthful fountains 

You walk'd, whence Wisdom's temperate draughts are drawHf 

My path has led me over barren mountains. 
Where now I wander mid a crowd forlorn. 



For since the glare once shed o'er them is faded, 
My bowers are caverns ; all my flow'rets weeds ; 

Your steps, by Learning's bays and ivy shaded. 
Fresh beauties track in Virtue's fertile meads. 

Had I but followed your advance in keeping 
That narrow road whence I was swift to stray. 

Mine eyes had not been now so dim with weeping. 
That scarce I see to thread my backward way. 
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Friendship^ had I been slower to o^er-task it^ 
Somewhat of its lost power still might dare ; 

And had been lock'd within this bosom's casket. 
The brightest talismanic jewel there ; 

Swift by its rising blush to warn the wearer. 
Each time to pleasure's deadly cup I flew. 

Just as the faithful turquoise saves its bearer 
From poison'd chalice by its changing hue. 

Oft times I dream that our old friendly feeling, 
Tho' banish'd long, may yet return again; 

Yes I and the wingM thought brings hope and healing. 
Pleasure inextricably mixt with pain* 

For still I dread lest at our earliest meeting. 
Coldness look on with half averted eyes. 

Distrust usurp the place of fonder greeting ; 
The kindling smile of friendship end in sighs. 

No; let me face alone the toils and dangers 
Which rise like rocks before my weary feet ; 

Tis better thus, than we should meet as strangers ; 
We, whose first converse was so very sweet. 
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He wept ; and she wept with him — ^'twas a gleam 
Of good, and but a gleam in Gerald's day — 
So through the winter clouds a watery beam 
Oft struggles for a while with feeble ray. 
Then yields the useless strife and fades away — 
More gloomy from that time grew Gerald's mood ; 
Oft'ner and longer would he seek to stray 
From home; when near, in thoughtful silence brood; 
And now she felt the bitterness of solitude. 



For now Aere raged a conflict in his breast. 
Which kept his passions in a constant whirl. 
Like eddies, which above the sunken crest 
Of rocks, a darkling river-surface curl. 
Seething now here, now there, in fretful swirl. 
He sigh'd for the pure aims of his lost youth : 
And look'd askance upon the unhappy girl. 
As the chief barrier between him and Truth ; 
His weak soul's tempter she, the victim he forsooth. 



Then he was part resolv'd to break his chain 
Of bondage by a swift and sudden blow ; 
Twas but one pang to be himself again ; 
Then conscience whisper'd he might something owe 
To her whom half he look'd on as a foe ; 
Then undecided, he made compromise 
Between his wavering doubt to stay or go. 
Like a child bid be good 'twixt smiles and cries. 
By solemn frowning brows and unforgiving eyes. 
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Her girlish wonder ceasing to amuse 
When he his fairy tales no more entwin'd. 
He fancied 'twas ill luck had made him choose 
Companion all unfit for his rich mind ; 
Like hasty purchasers, who ofttimes find 
Full leisure for repentance : thus his home 
More and more irksome grew : to cast behind 
His cause of care, he deem'd it wise to roam ; 
And rush'd back to the throng 'neath Fashion's gilded dome. 



Oft watchftil through the weary night she sate, 
List'ning each rattling wheel advancing nigh — 
'Twas he at last — ^but when it near'd the gate, 
Nor paus'd, nor slack'd its speed, but thimder'd by. 
Giving her flattering heart and hopes the lie, 
Or when some horse-tramp falling fast or slow. 
Went heedless past, what could she do but sigh ? — 
Ah I me, how little do we think or know 
What thousands lonely sit and nurse tlieir silent woe. 



And where was he? Reckless, in dens of vice. 
Where pallid hordes of greedy gamblers troU'd 
With nightly rattle the seductive dice, 
Madd'ning his blood with draughts of wine, he told 
With fever'd hands his heaps of ruddy gold ; 
Now losing nearly all with haggard eyes. 
Now frantic with success and doubly bold. 
Staking his whole upon the dubious prize. 
He drank and play'd till mom forc'd the grim crew to rise. 
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Or when at length to Richmond bowers he came^ 
Pale with l^tte sittings^ heated still with wine^ 
And fever'd from the chances of the game. 
For scenes of &esh excitement would he pine. 
The gentle, graceAiI Mabel, form'd to shine 
In the calm joys and duties of a wife, 
111 could supply the void ; nay, scarce divine 
Its reason — ^secret sorrows, too, were rife 
In her own heart, embittering every hour of life. 



Thus though her griefs fix>m him she strove to hide^ 
Their influence must have sunk into her tone 
And looks, for Gerald oft would roughly chide 
Her manner ; say that she was colder grown. 
Or ask her why and where her laugh was flown — 
And if she deck'd her face with smiles, he swore 
The gaiety was forc'd, and not her own. 
Which to deceive him like a mask she wore ; 
But Mabel all his taunts with woman's patience' bore. 



Yea, her true woman's heart was full of ruth ; 
And when worst wounded brimm'd to overflow 
With fresh affection for the cruel youth. 
Who, without pity, struck it blow on blow : 
So where the Coromandel forests grow. 
Bleeds the sweet Sandal, when its smitten core 
Bedews the thankless^axe that lays it low 
With odour richer than e'er Eos bore. 
Or in ambrosial cups young Hebe knew to pour. 
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Then, when he tried her with reproach so keen. 
As brought the silent tears into her eye* 
And still she alter'd»not her quiet mien. 
Nor a just anger urg'd the quick reply. 
Although his conscience gave him back the lie. 
He chose to deem it suUenness, and tum'd 
('Tis ever thus from bad to worse we fly) 
Frowning, and with a smouldering passion bum'd. 
That when he wrong'd her love, forsooth he was not spum'd. 



Have you not Seen the blade of grass so slight 
That y6u might scarcely deem a dancing fay 
Would venture on its tender point to light. 
Support its burthen of tenacious clay. 
And constant strive up to the light of day ?«^ 
Even such is Woman's love — so slight, so fair 
.To outward show, of such elastic sway. 
So patient, persevering, strong to bear. 
And buf St triumphant through its lolpof grief and core. 



And Gerald's frail heart 'gan to whirl and toss 
Like a light shallop plung'd where two strong streams, 
Out-pouring river, rival ocean, cross ; 
For young lanthe troubled his vex'd dreams : 
lanthe, who, all radiant as the beams 
Of fresh Aurora, dawn'd upon the Court 
Of our fair Island Queen : as Spring which teems 
With flowers, and decks the meadows in her sport. 
Came forth lanthe : such her all-enchanting port. 
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Noble, and rich beyond all fabled wealth. 
She rose the lode-star of all lover's eyes ; 
Hers was the elastic form and flush of health. 
The gift to childhood of the untainted skies 
Where lakes lie calm and heathery mountains rise 
And her's a soul by poet-sages nurst. 
All eloquent with holy thoughts and wise ; 
Such was the Fairy Queen whose presence burst 
On Gerald ; peerless she, and first among the first 



His pride of human learning droop'd asham'd 
Before her heavenly wisdom, while he heard • 
In loftiest discourse the creed proclaim'd 
Of Virtue for her own sweet self preferr'd ; 
By Loss or Profit Man not led, deterr'd ; 
A gaudy flow'ret Fashion, bom to fade ; 
A bauble. Power ; and Fame an empty word; 
Ambition, vanity ; Beauty, a shade ; 
A bubble. Wealth ; an#^nowledge but a broken blade. 



Not Death a terror, but a death of shame ; 
Not life, but good life to be lov'd of man ; 
Not failure blameable, but faulty aim ; 
Ennobling every struggle for the van ; 
Truth one ; Right 'stablished on a changeless plan; 
Life's sceptre. Duty; its imperial crown 
Action ; its all-impartial eye to scan 
The wide world. Justice ; Love the lining down 
Of marriage nests ; Content more precious than. Renown. 
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And Gerald woo'd lanthe, and had won 
Perchance some ground of vantage in her heart. 
When to behold that scene than which the Sun, 
Girdling the Earth, shines on no fairer part. 
She one day bade her swift-oar'd pinnace dart 
To meadowy Richmond's river-rippled strand ; 
The Moon rose high to watch her homeward start ; 
But pain and pleasure still march hand in hand ; 
Storms lash the seas but late by Summer breezes fann'd. 



Scarce had lanthe's galley left the shore. 
Ere a huge river monster, belching smoke 
And murky flame, rush'd on with hideous roar. 
Lashing the stream to foam with each fell stroke 
Of his broad iron fins, which ruthless broke 
Sheer through his tiny prey ; her oarsman's blade 
Upbore lanthe, as the stalwart oak 
The clinging ivy, till swift-summon'd aid 
To Mabel's neighbouring cottage bore the fainting maid* 



And Mabel tended on her couch, till sighs 
Proclaim'd returning sense ; then sooth'd her ear 
With the soft music of her voice ; their eyes 
Met, and the girls' hearts rush'd together near 
As two smooth gems, when warm'd, kiss and adhere. 
Their converse stole upon the hour of day. 
When Gerald broke abruptly in : the sneer 
Scarce form'd upon his parch'd lips died away. 
At the unlook'd for union which before him lay- 
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lanthe gazed upon his livid cheek. 
Then turned her glance on Mabel's humbled eyes^ 
As one who explanation strives to seek. 
Hovering perplexed twixt doubt and strange surprise ; 
" Who and what art thou, tell me, girl,** she cries ; 
^^ Speak not, I do command,'' shouts Gerald, wild 
With passion : Mabel stands uncertain, flies 
Across the room ; points where on cushions pil'd 
A smiling infant sleeps, and saith, ^^ Behold our child I " 



There was a pause, and then lanthe rose ; 
She took both Mabel's hands and gaz'd intent 
Jjong on her face, as though she read her woes ; 
" And is it thus, poor dove," she cried, and bent 
Mother-like o'er each beauteous lineament, 
KisBing her twixt the eyes ; dear Kty's boon 
To a true heart, sore tried : then forth she went 
Stately as some fair swan that breasts in June 
Hampton's unruffled waters in the hush of noon. 



Gerald and Mabel were alone ; with scowl 
Of rage he gazed in silence on her face. 
Like tiger baffled in his spring, or ghoul 
Whom the calm moon-beams, sudden rising, chase 
From promised feast in some dark burial place. 
He bit his lip until the red blood came. 
Revolving vengeance for his deep disgrace 
On her, his source of wrong, his seal of shame ; 
Then turned on crunching heel, with eye of sullen flame. 
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Hers was a bitter portion iiow^ for taunts, 
Keener than spear-points hurtling through the air. 
Struck her defenceless ; all her young love haunts 
Like empty shrines lay desolate and bare ; 
Yet not a murmur passed her lips, nor prayer 
For mercy to her scoffer ; but apart 
From all she hid without complaint her care. 
Like the meek dove which folds upon the dart 
Her wings, although the barbs lie rankling in her heart 



As the land crumbles at the incessant shock. 
Where wave on wave beats ceaseless on the beach^ 
Nay, even drops successive wear the rock. 
So the unkindness of each cutting speech 
Made imperceptibly a deadly breach 
In Mabel's life, not love — ^but Gerald's hate. 
Or it may be, indifference, strove to reach 
A nearer inlet for more bitter fate — 
Satiety for such slow process could not wait. 



So with this hellish purpose in his mind, 
A simple youth, whom he mis-called his friend. 
With him whene'er he came to her he brought. 
And at her beauty's shrine soon mark'd him bend. 
But not e'en thus did he attain his end ; 
For when the enamour'd boy declar'd his flame, 
Reproof with dignity he heard her blend. 
Then left her to lament this last new shame. 
And feel what Woman loses with her spotless name. 
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Now Oerald, \\fite increasing as 'twas fpiPd^ 
To mend his meshes stronger where they broke^ 
Laborious as the noisome. spider toil'd ; 
Then merriment imheard before, awoke. 
Those bowevs where lovers only erst had spoke ; 
For a rude crew, was ever there to ply 
The ribald jest, the low obtrosive joke ; 
Coarse laughter answer'd to the twinkling eye ; 
And Impudence presided o'er their revelry. 



Then rose their songs> such as the Spirit of SI 
Himself might bellow on the hopeless plains. 
Dragging from Lethe some dread deed to fill 
All Hell with laughter at Man's crimes and pains ; 
So mocking, sneerii^, scoffing swell'd the strains^ 
Such images of gloom were thrown to flow 
Along the jovial music, like blood stains 
Bedabbling a pure stream or virgin snow> 
So monstrous the fwin-birth of jollity and woe* 



SONG, 



%\t grot^er's ^ttp. 



I. 



Full two hundred years ago 

On the spot where now we stand. 
Fought two brothers hand to hand, 

Pressmg, yielding to and fro. 

Breast to naked breast they stood. 
Marble cold their lips and mute. 
With heart hate, and foot to foot, 

t'laming eyes and boiUng blood. 

CHORUS. 



Sing ho ! for the good old times 
When the sword hung by the hand. 
And the clash of steel thro' the land 
Rung merry as Christmas chimes* 
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Red the Sun set on the fight^ 

But their blades re-cross'd as soon 

As the sullen harvest moon 
O'er the sheaves show'd half its height. 
Looming large and dull she rose^ 

Molten-copper-like her glare ; 

Not a star look'd through the air ; 
Midnight veil'd the combat's close. 



CHOEUS. 



Sing ho I &c 



IIL 

By yon bank a wanton sate 

Watching with incestuous smile 
That fell brothers' feud the while, 

She the cause of all their hate : 

She the victor's worthless prize, 

Dress'd she was in silken sheen, 
Jewell'd like a thronM queen. 

But how cold her cruel eyes I 

CHOBUS. 

Sing ho ! &c. 



139 



IV. 

Sixty times since hath the plough 

Tum'd this hasty trampFd ground : 

Sixty times been scattered round 
Seed : but fresh and bald as now 
Sixty foot-prints rise to tell 

Of the fight ; and all is bare 

Where the wanton sate, and where 
The brother-murdered brother fell. 

0H0BT7S, 

Sing ho ! &c. 

V. 

Never to blot out the crime 

Herb shall clothe this withered land ; 

But the prints with CainJike brand 
Haunt it till the death of Time. 
These remain — ^but we may sink 
> To the bottom of the bowl 

Thoughts and things that scare the soul :— ^ 
rm-and drown them in your drink. 

CHORUS. 

Sing ho I for the good old times 
When the sword hung by the hand. 
And the dash of steel thro' the land 
Rung merry as Christmas chimes. 
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Their words of strange import struck Mabel's ear 
More terribly, because their sense was new ; 
So in their presence mute she sate with fear : 
And from them quickly, when she might, withdrew. 
To weep o'er what or why she scarcely knew — 
Then to her former life, with vain regret, 
And innocent home, her thoughts and wishes flew ; 
She struggl'd like the imprison'd bird to get 
Free from the tangl'd meshes of the fowler's net 



Meanwhile his followers when they saw him brood 
In silence, dared to whisper somewhat loud, 
(Hoping to flatter Gferald's bitter mood) 
They thought the lady mighty cold or proud. 
Till chaf 'd or sham'd he stopp'd the sneering crowd. 
And calling for his horse would headlong ride 
Town-ward, like one with twenty lives endow'd. 
While the train'd pack pursuing far and wide. 
Fearful to emulate his pax^e, thought best to chide. 



'Twas thus one night he check'd his panting steed. 
And calling one from out the advancing band, 
Ask'd his assistance at that hour of need ; 
And in low whispers they together plann'd 
A scheme of ready wickedness, to brand 
Their victim with the mark of seeming guilt — 
Pause, Gerald, pause, or ere the golden sand 
Of thine own gladness be for ever spilt — 
Madman I shatter the fragile glass then if thou wilt 1 
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Mabel sate musing — ^lights still blaz'd around — 
Was it a dream ? no ; really on her ear 
Clatter'd the ring of hoofs that spurn the ground. 
Distant at first ; now swift it rush'd and near, 
Now stopp'd — she rose half hoping half in fear — 
Gerald had doubtless turn'd repentant home. 
To beg forgiveness ; wipe away each tear ; 
They should be happy yet, together roam — 
When a soil'd stranger enter'd, fleck'd with his steed's foam. 

Forward she sprang — Gerald — ^had any harm 
Befall'n him — would he not in pity tell ? 
The stranger bade her conquer her alarm: 
'Twas groundless — he whom she had nam'd was well. 
Himself had lost his purse — ^he thought it fell 
At dinner ; but had dreamt not on't again — 
He lov'd not on such paltry things to dwell — 
He could have lost it without any pain — 
'Twas late — he would retire and quickly ascertain. 



Again he entered — ^'twas to bid adieu — 
Just where he said his treasure he had found — 
He plac'd it on a chair while on he drew 
His gloves, and yet he went not — ^he was bound 
With spells which his fau: hostess cast around : 
And with more playful badinage like this. 
Sudden his arms around her waist he wound. 
And muttering something about heavenly bliss. 
Printed upon the trembling girl's pale cheek a kiss. 
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She look'd for aid — ^there at the open door 
Stood Gerald — she had rush'd to his embrace. 
But that she stood fixt, rooted to the floor, 
Ghill'd into stone by his disdainfnl face, 
The flashing eye, curl'd lip of his high race 
Bent on her with the serpent's fabled charm; 
The wretch assuming injur'd honour^s grace. 
As if commanding silence, stretched his arm. 
And spake in hollow tones that boded wrong and harm* 



** Madam, 'tis well, you did not like, me thought. 
To mate with friends whom in simplicity 
Confiding, hither with me I have brought- 
But now your reason and my fault I spy — 
Too numerous at once the company — 
And you. Sir, instant quit my roof; or stay — 
'Twere better you should stand a witness by. 
To hear the little I have got to say 
Before I quit this lady and her house for aye. 



** Things are thrown by neglected when no more 
Utility or novelty they yield — 
Yourself have seen the flower scarce pluckt before 
Its fading leaves are thrown asid^the shield 
Hangs cobwebb'd in the hall — men plough the field 
With swords that once glanc'd bright above the plain- 
Nay ; weep not ; wounds like these are easy heal'd — 
Swear not you would not wrong me — ^'tis in vain — 
You have fall'n once — who knows but you may fall again ! 
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** Thus you would serve me — sOence — ^throw me off- 
But, Madam^ I will throw you cast for cast — 
Gerald shall never be a thing to scoflP — 
You may well look on me, for 'tis the last 
You see of Gerald — all his love is past — 
But leave you honest as I founds I can — 
You shall be wedded, ere you leave me, fast ; 
I would not see you worse — 'tis my fix'd plan — 
Soj Madam, name the sum, and I will find the man. 



" Follow me, Sir — ^pick up your paltry purse— 
Our reck'ning comes to-morrow for this slight — 
Madam, farewell — ^for better or for worse." 
They pass'd, and left her to the lonely night — 
Had she then heard these bitter words aright ? 
Was he so trebly heartless as to sneer 
At her who haiM him as her lord, her life, 
Her hope, her love — ^what more was left to cheer 
Her dreary waste of life — or what was left to fear? 



Such thoughts went reeling through her madd'ning brain ; 
And yet she did not fall, or faint, or shriek ; 
But that which told her agony of pain 
Was the death^paleness of her ashen cheek ; 
The lips that mov'd in pray'r, yet did not speak. 
She did not beat her breast, she did not tear 
Her flesh with felon nails ; nor did she seek 
To pluck out tresses of her sunny hair — 
But fell upon her couch in silence and despair. - 
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Believe me, not wrung hands or startling cry- 
Are tokens of those inward griefs that kill ; 
On wasting cheeks such sorrow roots her eye. 
Her fingers on the heart chords heavy and chill — 
Grief should not be restrain'd nor wild — ^but still. 
Lasting, compos'd, and decent — let them learn 
This lesson from a savage race that will ; 
Who at each sunset on their journey turn 
Aside, and mourn awhile Death's consecrated urn. 



Mabel lay down ; but no, she could not sleep ; 
Now it was Gerald's, now her Grandsire's look 
That gaz'd upon her : and each bade her weep— 
A homeward path her wand'ring fancy took ; 
She saw the mill, the garden, and the brook ; 
The bridge, the foot-path, and the hill-side trees. 
The flower-clad porch, the brazen-clasped book ; 
The hours of innocence, and graceful ease — 
Would she had never left such happy scenes as these I 



That fairy lamp rose glimmering through the dark, 
As when its omens were all falsely read — 
She might have seen with what a tiny spark 
Its dubious lustre on the leaf was shed — 
How strange its union with its flowerv-^ed — 
How it was shaken by the wave below — 
How, when the first winds rais'd their rippling head. 
The rising waters o'er its light must flow ; 
So coldly pale it shone, warmth could not in it glow — 
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Then phantom-quiet o'er the room she crept, 
(For she was now a Mother) to the cot 
Cradled wherein her dreamless baby slept : 
Scarcely her knees could bear her to the spot. 
So eager seem'd they for the ground: while hot 
Her tears fell on the piUow'd face — ^her gaze — 
Ah I who shall tell its anguish ? — tempt it not — 
So Iphis' murder, pictur'd of old days. 
Round Agamemnon's head the folding garb arrays. 



Oh I for the calm of childhood's happy slumbers ; 
Oh I for the careless sleep of Infancy I 
When o'er the sinless couch angelic numbers 
Outspread their guardian wings and hover nigh I 
Oh 1 for the deep sleep set on the fring'd eye. 
Ere from it sorrow's, passion's tears have started ; 
The rounded limbs flung down disorderly ; 
The rosy cheek; the smiling lips half parted — 
Why does this best of blessings fly the broken hearted ? 



She rose ; and to the river wander'd slow. 
There stood with a fixt, dreamy, vacant air. 
As one on whom hath burst a sudden woe. 
Who scarce yet comprehends his sum of care : 
Her head droop'd on her bosom, while her hair 
Shaded her face ; her arms low forward hung. 
The fingers intertwin'd« So might Despair, 
A form of utter hopelessness, have sprung 
!From sculptor's chisel forth, when Crreece was free and young; 
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ThnSj loi^ time lost in thought^ she 4id not mark 
The glass-like stream coi which her gaze was bfsn^; 
While the stars peering throng the midnight dark^ 
Makimr the wave their mirror, fondly leant 
Above it in Ae spangled firmi>ent; 
A myriad sparks, flame-pointed, gleamiDgly 
Reflated back the riyer-surface ueot, 
More countless than the tiny shdU that lie 
On desert sandj shores, above the Qc^^, dry. 



At length she started from her waking dream^ 
When a light breeze struck cold i^)on her brow^ 
And sprinkled dancing motion on the stream. 
O'er which it rippled with a gentle sough ; 
She sees the pictur'd stars beneath her now i 
And instant upward to the beamy skies. 
Like Magdalen^ sigbing forth her vow 
Of penitence, she casts her weeping eyes. 
And heavenward awifb her soul on w4 ^f longing flies. 



Ye distant worlds^, jf such indeed ye be. 
Glowing with light and life, whether ye hold 
The deathless b^i^ of immortality. 
Who having pass'd triumphant through the cold 
' Dark grave, have learnt their pinions to unfold ; 
Whether je throng with r^ces kig to ours 
In sense and form ; or were ye from of old 
The Cherub's and the Sers^h's dwelling, borers 
Meet for the Angelic throng. Dominions, Kingdoms, Powen^ 



147 



Or though je be yast voids^ oh ! how a glance 
At your bright orbs ray sprit's f&gjai confltrains 
With too dull weight of insignificance- 
Shall He who watcheth o'er yon boundless plains. 
And in the hcdlow of His palm sustams 
The Universe, who wears the starry crown 
About His brows, and o'er Creation reigns 
Supreme, Omnipotent, care to look down 
On me, &e low, the lost; e'en though it be to &own? 



Such the first tihoi^ht, p^chanee the Tempter's sway. 
That caught her soul, and tangled it about. 
As doth the fisher's net enclose its prey. 
Within the meshes of distrust and doubt : 
Then, as tiiie sudden sunshine flashes out 
From a dark cloud, a second thought arose 
Gladd'ning her heart, as SpriiJg.dcdi Winter rout ; 
Warmly,, as on the Night young Morning glows ; 
Calmly, as after tempest. Ocean smiling Sows. 



Not as an earthly monarch keeps his state. 
Coldly, from all his subject throng' apart, 
Ruleth the King on whom all kings must wait, 
Bat as Has universal light doth dart 
Throughout Creation's circle with a stiaxt. 
His presence fiUeth all things ; Space and Time : 
His tabernacle is in every heart. 
Though haunted by lie Ghosts of Sin and Crime : 
Without Him nothing was, nor can be sdnce the Prime» 
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There's not a deep unto its fellow calk^ 
There's not a leaf-let buds upon the tree. 
There's not a sparrow on the house-top falls. 
There's not a path where wings of Morning flee. 
Where He is not j and is He not with me ? 
Oh I let me seek Him, and at once : though far 
My soul hath fallen from her purity. 
As star is parted from its fellow star — 
She turns and seeks her cot — ^how soft her slumbers are ! 



Soon as first dawn had pal'd the eastern sky 
With dim and hair-like streaks of faintest gray, 
Mabel arose with firm resolve and high : 
Along the road she took her lonely way. 
Seeking the vale where Darrent's waters stray : 
And strangers as they saw the poor girl pass 
With hurried step and dress in disarray, 
Thought surely she was some demented lass : 
But still she kept her way upon the road-side grass. 



Nature had risen jubilant, as though 
It were her supreme marriage mom with Joy : 
Earth seem'd to leap, and bound, and laugh, below 
^The golden lights which dropp'd from Heav'n to toy 
And revel with her beauties, nothing coy : 
The whispering leaves quick trembled with delight. 
The flowers sigh'd forth their honey-breaths to cloy 
The wooing sky ; the streams ran silver bright. 
The birds with gush of song fill'd wooded dell and height. 
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It was a festive day ; the village bells 
From tow'r and steeple, peeping through the trees 
Down in the valley bottoms, peal'd forth swells 
Of riotoas mad mirth upon the breeze : 
Unclouded sunshine gleam'd upon the leas : 
The air was heavy with the fragrant load 
Upborne from new-cut hay fields ; all degrees 
Of people press'd along the dusty road ; 
And every face with hope and merry laughter glow'd. 



Here with four bounding silver-hamess'd steeds 
Dasheth a chariot frdl of Fasliion's gild ; 
There rolls a waggon freighted from the meads 
With holiday-garb'd grinning rustics fiU'd ; 
Here, trudges on the slouching tramper, skill'd 
In cheating arts; there, with his mimic show 
Strapped on his back, the showman ; here, full-swill'd. 
Trip raw recruits, whose ribands gaudy flow ; 
Here jests the clown ; and there, puff-cheek'd musicians blow. 



The spangled actress smiles down on the throng, 
The throng smiles up upon the tawdry Queen ; 
Swings whirl ; the ballad-monger bawls his song : 
Jugglers and tumblers dot the tented green — 
There seems no space for grief in all the scene ; 
Yet in one heart was sorrow fix'd so deep. 
Nor sound nor sight might touch it, so between 
The merry ranks her way did Mabel keep. 
Gliding swift on like one who wanders in her sleep. 
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Stni strained her infant to her bosom tight. 
As those who flee .from oome swift danger near. 
Shipwreck, or earthquake, famine, flame, or fight. 
Clutch, even in thair headlong-hurried fear. 
Gold, casquet, jewel ; what they hold most dear: 
Tis ever thus ; mid the confusion wild 
Man rushes li^tning-prompt to sword and spear. 
Or from the caverns where his wealth is pil'd, 
Snatcheth his costliest toy — but Woman saves her child. 



Ah I dearest Mabel, ne'er till then was shown 
Thy character's full sweet simplicity : 
Gentle thou ever wer'st, but grief alone 
Had pow'r o'er thy true heart to purify 
All its affections : so the fire doth try 
Gold's virgin n.etal;«> the fragraJtree, 
When bruis'd, spreads forth its perfume on the sky ; 
So, flame-touch'd, incense yields its odours free. 
Swung heavenward, from silver censors, eoaringly. 



But once she paus'd ; the bosom of a wood 
Her shelter, near the roar of a <^scade. 
Whose waters plung'd down with so swifl; a flood. 
Eye might not mark their motion, till they spray'd 
Their force into a mass of foam, which made 
The whole air cool, and touch'd with shimmering light 
The leaves o'erhead, when up the boughs were sway'd 
By some strong gush of the wOd cataract's might. 
And all the pool bdlow glanc'd onward black as Night; 
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Save where a rainbow^ trembling through the mist 
Of shattered spray, hung o'er the watery steep. 
Painting the golden Kchens, ad it kist 
The marge, and vamsh'd mid the dewy sweep 
Of lucid foliage ziodding a'er the deep. 
Where yiolets shot forth their purple gl^am : — 
Mabel wis sooth'd, though to a troubled sleep. 
Much broken by the shadows of a dream,. 
Wherdn a beckoning hand stretched to her fipom the stream. 



Then the whole Form rose in at vapoury shroud. 
Tin by the arching Iris, glory-wise. 
Its brows were halo'd like a sun-beazn'd cloud ; 
The unfathomable lustre of its eyes 
Was darker than the gulfs of mid-night skies 
That part the stars : a smile, tender and calm. 
Lay on its still cold face, as Moonlight lies 
Upon a frozen Ocean : and like balm 
PourU in new wounds, its voice ; solemn as- chanted psalnL 



^* Daughter of Earth, on all Eiarth is no pea)ce ; 
But oiJy under earth, or in the wave : 
Come unto me, dear heart, craving release 
From thy too heavy burden : I can save,. 
I only : rest is none but in the grave. 
Weep no more, daughter: I am Death: the friend 
Of every sorrow-laden ; poor, or slave "— 
Startling she woke, but saw the Iris bend 
O'er vacancy : then fled forth to her journey's end.. 
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She fled: but still those fathomless sad eyes 
Haonted her hearty half pitying, half in scorn; 
So some poor hunted dappled deer that flies. 
Seeks a brief shelter in the brake of thorn ; 
Then starts at the faint echoes of the horn. 
And scuds in vain to flee the fate behind ; 
But ever to her trembling ears are borne. 
While her pulse chokes her, and her tear drops blind. 
Death's phamtom terrors swift pursuing on the wind 



Once more she stood beside her childhood's home : 
There were the nodding trees, the neighbouring hill. 
The winding paths where she had lov'd to roam. 
The velvet lawn, the glassy stream, the mill — 
But clos'd the casement, and the wheel was still : 
She cross'd the bridge, though broken down the rail. 
And with a dread foreboding, deep and chiQ, 
Footsteps that trembled, haggard looks and pale. 
She tried the door-latch, listen'd, knock'd, without avaiL 



Who but hath stol'n after long years of toil. 
Temptations, struggles, absence, hopes denied. 
To gaze again upon his boyhood's soil. 
Alone— alone ; for manhood's distant pride 
Ever its fairest weaknesses would hide — 
There, as he marks each old familiar glade. 
Where long ere stem Reality was tried. 
With laugh and shout he and his brothers play'd. 
He weeps ; and death-still'd voices call him through the shade* 
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Then how do early-form'd conceptions yield 
Before the disenchanting touch of Time- 
He views his lake a pond, his park a field ; 
His mountains mounds ; his castle, bricks and lime ; 
His elbow leans on what he used to climb ; 
O'er fSancied rivers, lo I he strides with ease ; — 
But, Muse, where wanders your eflusive rhyme ? 
Nay^ blame her not, for many a whisper frees 
Her spirit from control, and '^ Home " is one of these I 



Poor Mabel paus'd, but when no answer came 
Responsive from within, her tottering feet 
Refrised their office, and with fainting frame 
Sudden she sank upon the oaken seat. 
But soon, for ever thus Mankind would cheat 
Their reason, if against their wish it turn. 
Her only fear was, lest when they should meet. 
Her aged friend would pity her, or spurn- 
He was but gone to walk, and quickly would return. 



Hope ! what were life without the fresh perfrime 
Shed by thy bursting blossoms, in despite 
Of Fate, on Disappointment's sullen gloom ? 
So scents successive mark the moonless flight 
Of tropical Brazilia's darkest night : 
Where, as one fades, another orient flower 
Opens its bells to fill witli dewy light 
The tree-tops which it trails o'er, and with dower 
Of soft delicious fragrance weds the enamour'd hour. 
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There was a sun-burnt boy beside the brook. 
And ever and anon he lightly threw 
Under the opposmg bank his treacherous hook, 
Fram'd like a fly with wings of gaudy blue. 
Where pools look'd deep or tangled alders grew. 
And never sun upon the ripples shone i 
Whom seeing, Mabel questioned if he knew. 
The while his stealthy feet kept creeping on, 
How long from out his house the old man had been goncd 



He stopped and silent gaz'd on her awhile, 
Then doff 'd his cap, and bowed his flaxen head. 
And with a half incredulous look and smOe, 
" You are a stranger in these parts,'* he said ; 
" Since he has gone two years are nearly sped — 
The clock hath not yet peal'd its evening chime. 
So, Lady, I will cross the river b^. 
And if, like me, you have the wish and time. 
Will tell you a strange tale of sorrow and c>f crime.* 



Unwilling that the boy should probe hefr wotLnd, 
Yet anxious to hear more, she nought rieplied ; 
So ere she thought again, with a quick bound 
The little fisherman was at Her side ; 
With nimble hands his osier knot untied, 
And from his shoulders loos'd the well-fiird ean : 
He stoop'd ; and thrice he plung'd it in the tide ; 
Swift on the reel the circling horse-hair ran : 
His rod he plac'd against the porch, and thu& began : 
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*^ Madam^ I do not know this tale tlie worse. 
That when it happen'd I was far at sea ; 
For since I have retum'd, my ancient nurse 
Oyer and o'er again hath told it me. 
That old man had a grandchild, Mabel Lee ; 
I do not well remember, but I think 
I saw her once with ringlets waving free. 
Years since, a girl, here bending o'er the brink. 
Lift, laughing, in her hollow palm, the wave to drink. 



'^ However, all men saj she was most fair. 
With something heavenly seated on her brow ; 
She was that old man's joy, his only care. 
And doubtless so she would have been till now. 
Had she not listen'd to the flattering vow 
Of a young gentle who came here — the crowd 
Of neighbours say they liked him not — ^his bow 
Was distant, and his look and step so proud — 
Something mysterious all his actions seem'd to shroud. 



^' I doubt me but hereafter she will find 
Her gallant something like this gaudy fly ; 
See how its artificial colours blind 
The pointed barbs that underneath them lie — 
They kill tho' their fair tints allure the eye — 
She fled — she left the friend of many years. 
For the first stranger youth who wandered by ; 
She thought not of that old man's griefs and fears ; 
And has, if tales tell true, exchang'd her smiles for tearsw 
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*^ It was her custom every mom to seek 
t'or him the buds just bursting into bloom ; 
And he with thanks would pat his grandchild's che^, 
When^ flowers in hand^ she bounded through the room^ 
And fiU'd it with their delicate perfume. 
One mom she brought not the accustom'd boon : 
Slow pass'd the hours away with gathering gloom. 
While thinking surely she would come back soon. 
He sate him down and watch'd that winding path till noon : 



** Then to the village took his trembling way. 
Where when he heard the stranger youth was sped. 
The truth burst on his nighted mind like day ; 
Sudden he fell, and all men thought him dead. 
But when his friends had brought him home to bed. 
Opening his eyes, he gazed around, and cried, 
* Mabd — my child — who says that she has fled ? ' 
And murmuring thus he tum'd him on his side ; 
A shudder pass'd across his frame — ^he groan'd, and died. 



" Weep, Lady, weep ; well may your tears flow free 
For that light-hearted maiden's grief and shame" — 
** Hush, boy," she sobb'd, " for I am Mabel Lee" — 
He started back — then softly, kindly came 
To soothe — ^^ Nay, Lady, had you told your name 
I had not utter'd these harsh words of woe — 
But the dock strikes, and homeward to my dame 
Expectant with my speckled spoil I go ; 
Then swift return to bid these tears no longer flow." 
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He left her silent : her fair head reclin'd 
Upon the cushion of her pahn ; her eye 
Fix'd on the door half hid for eglantine^ 
With such a look of anguish'd agony. 
As the young mother, should her first-bom die. 
Her hope in child-birth's pains and perils wreck'd, , 
Casts on the empty cradle standing by, 
Which her own hands with loving pride had deck'd ; 
Wordless she looks, while tears roll down her cheeks unchecked. 



A thousand thousand thoughts with circling change 
Flitted like airy spectres o'er her brain ; 
Scarce marshall'd, lo I themselyes they re-arrange 
In orderly confusion o'er again. 
So the lone watcher on the Northern main. 
Viewing the myriad-birded cloud, that flies 
Southward, beholds it with its leader-crane 
Shift in fantastic course, now dip, now rise. 
Swiftly as flashing light along the winter-skies. 



The twilight shades of eyening dimm'd the scene 

When on the path the rush of many feet 

Echo'd ; and curious rustics throng'd the green. 

All anxious to spy out the girl's retreat ; 

They near'd the porch, but she had left her seat : 

Each rubb'd his eyes as waking from a dream ; 

Then through the shrubs like scenting hounds they beat. 

Till an old beldame rais'd a sudden scream 

* 

That gather'd all the pack, wide gaping, by the stream. 
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There on the bank a little spaniel (wet 
His glossy coat with fresh drops from the brook)^ 
Bent on the flood his eyes of liquid jet. 
And sure sad meaning sate in his fixt look : 
With a low moan short restless turns he took — 
A dripping scarf and riband^ laid beside 
The path^ told nought his constancy had shook ; 
How faith in vain the place of strength supplied^ 
When twice he plunged and saved a relic from the tide. 



Close and more close the crowd had gathered rounds 
Till one grown bolder leapt into the wave, 
Stoop'd, and toq soon she whom they sought was found — 
Heart-broken she had met a watery grave- — 
Peace to her in His name who knows to save 
The penitent sinner from the jaws of Hell — 
Peace to her ashes, passion's dupe» not slave 1^ — - 
Whether she plung'd, or if in trance she fell 
While musing on the bank, what man may judge cor tell ? 



Clasp'd round her neck was found a silver chain. 
With polish'd jet, shaped in a Grecian cross. 
And on it characters indented plain: 
From hand to hand in vain the rustics toes 
The relic ; all who gaz'd were at a loss ; 
Till with it to thdLr pastor one was sent, 
A man well skilPd in dubious text and gloss> 
Who said the worda were Greek* and simply meanly 
Translated, « This an everlasting tenement." 
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Now fold her in the kmdly Earth, and strew 
Her winding-sheet with all Death's token-flowers; 
And lay her where the mom and evening dew 
May kiss the swelling turf, and fairy Powers 
Print the green sward, what time the moonlit hours 
Faintly upon her ^uiet head-stone shine : 
Plant her each year about, mid April showers. 
With pansies, daffodil, and columbine ; 
Nor amaranth forget, the immortal spirit's sign. 



Now fold her in your kindly hearts ; and let 
Her wrongs and sorrows wash and purify 
Her error : think upon her with regret; 
And should her image cross your memory. 
Let it be chasten'd by sweet Charity : 
As when a little cloud floats o'er night's Heaven, 
It turns to silver under the Moon'9 eye ; — 
With tender farewells trust her guilt is shriven ; 
How Joyely is the creed « Forgive aSl b« forgiven." 
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CANTO IV. 



Oh I Thon who yet hast spared to thee the form 
Bj life-long love endear'd^ in time beware^ 
When self-will would rebels or temper warm^ 
For the time comes when thou shalt be the heir 
Of self-reproach for ever, and despair 1 
Each look ungentle, angry word, shall force 
Itself on thee when thou wouldst fain repair 
With life laid down thy faults above the corse. 
And beat thy breast and groan, in vain, '^ Avaunt remoraa' 



Turn we to Oerald : that night saw him rush 
Back to the fatal table's madd'ning play. 
As one whose hasty horror strives to crush 
Reflection, and its fragments cast away. 
His was a sevenfold Airy, like the sway 
Of demons o'er the swept and gamish'd heart. 
When they revisit their old haunt of prey: — 
Stake after stake he saw his hopes depart. 
Till the last cast proclaim'd him ruin'd by hi^ start 
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He £ed again, to Scotia's heathery hills. 
Where Morven, frowning in stem majesty. 
Shakes from his sides the tributary rills 
That tumble headlong into troubled Dee, 
Struggling mid stones on hoarsely to the sea ; 
There his bruis'd spirit sought to breathe its pain 
To the breeze rushing o'er the mountain free. 
And commune with the river's voice, whose strain 
Seem'd querulous of rocks that chaf d it, but in vain. 



Gro up, ye heart-bruis'd, up into the hills ; 
Divine the spirit of their solitude ; 
Drink in the soothing music of their rills ; 
Watch the majestic clouds that march or brood 
On their eternal summits, mist-bedew'd : 
Fathom each purple distance ; mark the play 
Of light and shade in ever-changeful mood ; 
Their tender atmosphere at break of day ; 
Their rosy eves ; their night's star-diadem'd array. 



Man hath his immortality and tomb ; 
The Ocean hath its terrors and its rest : 
The^Mountains have their glory and their gloom s 
But glory chief: and by the troubled breast 
The very gloom for sympathy is blest. 
The mountains cradle strength, and faith, and hope: 
Defiant Freedom looks down from their crest; 
Thought pensive haunts each forest-vestured slope ; 
To Love and Piety their gates on rocky hinges ope. 
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The last sad refbge of simplicity^ 
And rugged Virtue, driven from the mart 
Of the World's barter, their screened Tallies lie. 
From fashion and frivolity apart 
Large is their welcome to the wounded heart ; 
Their voice comes meUow'd from all time ; their glance 
Up to the firmament of Heav'n doth dart: 
Their mystery spell-binds us like a trance; 
New beauties still beguile the pilgrim's rapt advance. 



There are the Painter and the Poet rear'd, 
Nurs'd by the lovely, nurtured by the wild ; 
There Poverty, though grinding, scarce is fear'd^ 
Mid scenes as barren as its lot revil'd ; 
The mightiest there is as a little child; 
Shrinks from the chasm ; learns from each peak to scan 
His pigmy stature; from the masses pil'd 
By ages^ his own being's transient span. 
Life's vanity, the insignificance of Man. 



The Cities' dust is shaken from the feet; 
The sandals of the World unloos'd ; the soul 
Hath dropp'd its idol-worship, as a sweet 
And holy influence around it stole ; 
Tears from new-open'd founts of feeling roll ; 
Peace, temper'd by a solemn sadness, sdlls 
The spirit long-perplex'd by doubt or dole; 
And child-like awe the meditation fills : — 
Go up, ye broken-hearted, up into the hills ! 
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Gerald had thought of Man but as the king 
Of this broad world : the tamer of the seas : 
The appointed lord of every living thing ; 
The one to whom were given the golden keys 
Of Reason, to unlock the mysteries 
Of Nature in her labyrinthine wild : 
How ". Grod-like, infinite of faculties:" 
Bard : painter : fair Imagination's child : 
Only a little lower than the Angels styled. 



He knew the wide dominion of the Mind, 
Ever expanding through the reahns of space ; 
How its magician's-*wand could loose and bind 
The subtle chemic elements ; and trace 
Unnumber'd ages written on the face 
Of this great globe : up-conjure and inspect 
Invisible forms of tiniest insedt-race ; 
And guage Night's gulfs, unfathom'd, star-bedeckt. 
From the high Babel-tower of Human Intellect. 



Then down on fellow-men with proud disdain 
He look'd, so boundless seem'd the void between 
Their lot and his : as o'er a level plain 
A solitary mountain-crest is seen. 
His station out-topp'd theirs ; for his had been 
The proud pre-eminence of noble birth ; 
A giant intellect : wit, falchion-keen : 
Beauty, the fairy gift : health beyond worth — 
Did he not will to spurn the pigmy sons of Earth ? 
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His knoe was bent before each blood-red name 
Of History's worshipp'd heroes, those who swept 
Nations before their path of sword and flame ; 
Beneath whose crashing heel Earth sweat, and wept 
Whole floods of gory tears ; his heart up-leapt 
At the loud sounding title * Conqueror,' 
Philip's son ; Caesar ; as the steed which slept. 
Cries ha 1 ha 1 to the trumpet-note of war. 
And clothes his neck with thunder at the battle's roar. 



Pomp was as his familiar ; being sprung 
From kings, he had Uved near them, in their Courts ; 
And had outshone the giddiest gay and young 
In fame and wealth, in splendour and in sports : — 
He had not enter'd humble men's resorts : 
The poor to him were but the sons of trade ; 
Crucible-dross, the dregs of the retort 
The artizans and tillers whom he paid ; 
Beings for rich men's use by Nature justly made. 



And One, the fairest and the gentlest One, 
Weak in her innocence and virgin truth. 
Whom chance across his wayward path had thrown, 
He had destroyed without one pause of ruth. 
As thoughtlessly as in the Spring time's youth. 
Some girl, mead-roving in sweet reverie. 
Dreaming of lover-whispers soft and smooth. 
Plucks the white blossom from the hawthorn tree. 
And snaps the rose-bud from its stalk, all carelessly. 
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Nor strange : for he had lived in the full blaze 
Of Fortune's dazzling sunlight, and the glare 
Had stolen for a season from his gaze 
Humanity's pale Moon, which twilight Care 
Reveals mid twinkling thoughts, pensive and fair. 
That stud the firmament of Solitude, 
Like stars that gleam through Evening's hazy air : 
But Grerald now, the shock was sharp and rude. 
His self-inflicted ruin, had whereon to brood. 



And so he tum'd him to the Night, whose face 
Of mystic beauty, and whose myriad eyes. 
Woke a strange longing in his soul to trace 
The hieroglyphic meanings of the skies : 
So upward step by step he learnt to rise. 
Wonder unfolding wonder, from the creed 
Of Ptolemy, mid error foolish-wise. 
On to those heights where now with lightaing'-speed 
Thought treads its trusty way, not without awe indeed. 



Stepping from out the maze of earlier years. 
In which 'twas taught the planets wander'd round. 
Cycling and epicycling, chrystal spheres. 
With the great Pole Copernicus he found 
The Solar system in its circle bound : 
Then with priest-tortur'd Gallileo's glass 
Swept the whole Zoadiac's enchanted groimd: 
And watch'd the steadfast watcher Tycho class 
The stars that o'er Uranisberg were wont to pass. 
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Then^ ynib. the mighty German fix'd the laws 
Of planets' paths^ and speedy and nnity ; 
And with immortal Newton searched the cause 
Which bids their errant orbs obedient fly, 
Chain'd by concentric force of gravity. 
Then, launching into depths which dwarf the mind, 
Wander'd with Herschel of the dauntless eye 
Mid the twin stars which round each other wind 
Their thousand-age-form'd rings, by the same laws confined : 



Till piercing into further space that runs 
The threshold of Infinity before. 
He gazed on star-dust where thick cluster Suns 
Countless as sands upon our Ocean shore : 
Whence thirty million years can scarcely pour 
Light o'er the gulfs that part them from our home: 
And where this Universe appears no more 
Than a mere phantom haunting the starr'd dome. 
The Prophet's hand-like cloud, or gossamer, or foam. 



Then each faint Ught that erst had seem'd so cold. 
And silent, in the realms of grim repose. 
Which beyond hope of penetration roU'd, 
Grew eloquent, vouchsafing to disclose 
Its voice in the full harmony that flows 
Forth from the Thron'd One, through the sounding spheres, 
And smiling join'd the solemn round that glows 
Still ceaseless as before the birth of years. 
Threading the choral maze amid its bright-eyed peers. 
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Though intricate^ yet not perplex'd^ their dance 
Was marshall'd forth by grace and symmetry: 
Confusion fled the Heavens : not by chance 
Were the stars rain'd at random through the sky. 
Like a spark-show'r, to please the human eye ; 
But hurl'd down each to its appointed spot. 
Through the immensity of space to fly 
For ever in its period, varying not 
A hair-breath &om the path where first was fix'd its lot 



Then felt he that these globes, and those beyond. 
Were not mere death-abysses, void and blank ; 
But that Ithuriers creative wand 
Had filled them all with life, rank over rank ; 
And when again abash'd his vision sank 
To self, he veil'd his face with a low sigh : — 
Fount of humility I thy wave he drank. 
And groan'd ^' Lord pardon me my pride, for I 
Am nothing if not heir of Immortality : 



'^ What shall this individual Life avail 
Li the vast presence of yon countless host. 
Before whose times and spaces aw'd I quail 
Oblivion-struck ? 'Tis a quench'd spark, a ghost I 
The breaker-firetted rock upon the coast 
Is an Eternity compared with Man : 
The very buildings of his pomp and boast. 
Mere creatures of his power and will to plan. 
Stand durabilities to mock the race he ran. 
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** The very insects which I tread upon. 
The denizens of dast and pool and air^ 
Ephemeral races who a moment don 
Being and beauty^ whether bom to bear 
Armour of scales or plates^ or wings more rare 
Than gossamer^ whose downy feathers flame 
With gold ; or rainbow-dyes or peach-bloom wear ; 
These as they vanish chide us^ and proclaim 
Man but invented Time, and time itself a name." 



And lo ! his eyes were opened, and he view'd 
A light jfrom Heav'n touch every human head, 
Shaken from dove-like wings that seem'd to brood 
O'er the whole Earth, on rich and poor 'twas shed 
Equal o'er aU Mankind's seed, cherished 
By one great Father-love, a brother-throng — 
And Mabel? — As a spirit from the Dead, 
Up rose the memory of her mighty wrong 
To shake him — ^and the wea(i: one triumph'd o'er the strong. 



Ah ! . simple in her guilelessness I Ah I true 
And loyal in her first and only love I 
Ah ! unreproachfiil when quick insult flew 1 
Ah ! constant in her patience as a dove ! 
Ah 1 cruel wrong heap'd by him wrong above, 
Doubly on her defenceless gentleness ! 
Ah ! let him fly on wings of ha^te to prove 
His tardy penitence by fresh caress. 
And heal her wounded heart by endless tenderness I 
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But though abash'd and fallen, the Devil Pride 
Lurk'd unsuspected in his inmost heart : 
He dreamt not once of Mabel as his bride ; 
But gathering up his fortunes he would start 
Aside from man, and live with her apart 
In some bright island of the Grecian sea; 
Or where the glowing Southern sunbeams dart 
Down on the vineyard and the chesnut tree. 
Mid the cool colonnades of palac'd Italy. 



He stood by Thames with throbbing pulse once more. 
And with his finger on his lip repress'd 
The startled menial summon'd to the door ; 
Then, as a bird o'er its mate-brooded nest 
Hovers, he paus'd, sweet tumult in his breast, 
A moment ere he enter'd — ^with soft foot. 
Lest plann'd surprise perchance should be fore-guest. 
He crept on, room by room, mth vain pursuit, 
But to his ^^ Mabel, Mabel," all was still and mute. 



How did he bear him when he heard the tale ? 
He pac'd his room with heavy steps and slow. 
With quivering lips and cheeks blanch'd deadly pale. 
When first he fac'd the messenger of woe : 
Then wav'd his hand and motion'd him to go. 
Black grew his brow, as when in darkest air. 
Midnight looks down upon the world below — 
Downcast his eyes ; but tearful clouds were there 
Fast gathering, as he gaz'd upon a lock of hair. 
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Such hair ! not chesnut^ auburn^ brown^ yet all 
Contending^ claim'd their own peculiar shade^ 
As^ shaking it^ he let the &11 light fall 
In yellow richness on the dancing braid. 
Each separate hair like a bright sunbeam play'd — 
He sank^ and wept with clasp'd hands like a child^ 
O'er the memorial to his lips close laid ; — 
With face low hid, his sobs rose deep and wild 
For her whom harshness slew, as cunning first begmlU 



Then snatch'd in haste his orphan to his arms. 
Holding him distant, with long gaze, that strove 
In his soft lines to trace his mother's charms. 
Whereat a Seraph smile broke out to move 
The father's heart-strings with quick touch of love. 
He clutch'd the infant home with such tight press. 
It utter'd a faint cry: then as a dove 
Fondles its callow yojpig in gentleness. 
He sooth'd it with kiss'd eyes, look, smile, word, hush, caress. 



j But swift his brows grew sternly knit ; the blood 

Rush'd upward o'er his cheek like kindling flame : 
Then wildly forth he pour'd his passion's flood : 

^ " And shall the World, that sins^ in secret, claim 

I The right to call my son the son of shame; 

, Visit my guilt on his ofFenceless head ; 

: V Hint, scorn, taunt, whisper, brand with basest name; 

'; View him, poor innocent, askance, and dread 

I His contact like contagion with the pest-struck dead ? 
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** Oh 1 to mount through the realms of ancient night 
On eagle's wings, and with an angel's eye. 
Soaring, untainted, o'er the utmost height 
Foul'd by the breath of vile Humanity ; 
Thence, mid the solemn stars, to clear descry 
Each act and thought-pulse of the mortal heart 
Sheer through the curst cant of hypocrisy ; 
To tear the mask of Charity apart. 
And cry, * Cast thou thy stone the first, who sinless art' 



" Oh ! to unearth this Earth ; this living lie 
To challenge ; and unrip the patchwork rags 
That fester under stars, and blazonry 
Of garters, ribands, blood-embroider'd flags ; 
To pluck the most imposing beard that wags 
On rotten throne at this besotted age ; 
To grip the blear-eyed beggar while he brags 
Of mimick'd sores ; to check at martial rage ; 
Compare fat Bishops' state with their Lord's pilgrimage. 



" To prove that counterfeit, the Merchant-Prince 
The petty huckster that he is in truth : 
To gall the hireling lawyer till he wince 
At hi3 own supple either-sided sooth : 
To pose vain empty self-opinioned Youth : 
Birch pedagogues, the dullest of the dull : 
Mark whining Eld sharpen his liquorish tooth. 
Strip naked, quack, empiric, cheat, sham, cull ; 
And hold to painted Beauty her own grinning skull : 
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*^ My child^ my chlld^ howe'er the peddling scum 
Of Earth may shon thee in their loveless pride^ 
To me, thy sire^ thou art the crown and sum 
Of hope and duty ; cling thou to my side : 
This hearty like sky-vault deep and ocean wide. 
Shall lap thee, as a mountain-top embays 
A lonely lakelet, by mankind un-eyed. 
Uplifted to the sunshine's liberal rays. 
On whose face only light from Heaven reflected plays. 



** My child, my child, a fourfold debt I owe 

Thee helpless ; first for that thou art mine own. 

Of blood and soul ; then for the weight of woe 

My wrong hath wrought thee ; then for thou art sown 

i Like a wind-wafted flower-seed, alone. 

Motherless, on the hill-side ; and thy Springs 

Shall find no World warmth on their promise thrown : 

/ Nestle then in thy father's love which flings 

Round thee a living home, like a bird's brooding wings." 



And the chfld grew in favor with its su-e. 
Till in his heart it fiU'd the mighty blank : 
And Gerald's forward fancy ne'er would tire 
In dreaming day-dreams, how he best might prank 
Childhood with fairy flowers, like a bank 
Sun-woo'd through glancing trees, with violets sprent. 
Where Nature, in her wUd luxuriance rank. 
Frolics a-pace after her own sweet bent. 
Nor needs the moulding touch of Art's embellishment 
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Oh ! never let the fashionable rules 
That steal those hours which should be as a dream^ 
To rear self-satisfied precocious fools. 
With Syntax lisp'd, rock'd Science, pot-hook'd theme. 
Like Art of Egypt hatching eggs by steam. 
Fetter his boy : oh ! let him wander on 
Free as a bird, or bee, or mountain stream ; 
Lost with Aladdin, or with Crusoe don 
wad skins : or fight the dragon with the Champion. 



Nor should he waste his whole youth's precious years 
In hammering Latin, and forgetting Greek ; 
To gape a gaby-man before his peers. 
Unfit to listen, and asham'd to speak : 
But he should pluck the damask from the cheek 
Of Flora : fathom all the chry stal springs 
Of magic Chem^ ; soar up, bold yet meek. 
Amid the starry spheres on radiant wings. 
And know the kind and fashion of all living things. 



Yes I they would read together the World's tale 
Graven on fossils and Time's medal shells. 
Writ on the bosom of each eloquent vale. 
And legible on all the mountain-swells. 
Behold I the primal hills and lifeless dells 
Buried in Ocean, whether sinking down 
Slowly and smoothly, while the coral cells 
Fringing then: sides with rings red, white, and brown. 
Their sepulchre surmount with monumental crown. 
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Or, ground to powder by the workmen rills. 
Borne seaward on by rivers, whose broad sweep 
Was mightier than the rapid stream that fills 
Or Amazon or Ganges, broad and deep ; 
There, press'd with all the slimy things that creep 
O'er Ocean's oozy bottom into rock. 
Again to visit air with one fierce leap. 
When demons their Volcano jaws unlock. 
Or be thrust gradual up by many an Earthquake's shocL 



Then waved the green Savannah, wildly rank. 
And forests hoar with silent centuries. 
Which in their turn again in Ocean sank. 
To be annealed to jetty coal, and rise 
The floor of fresh deposits of all dyes ; 
Shale, lias, oolite, chalk, green sand, loam : 
Where Iguanodon, of gigantic size. 
With huge Megalosaurus, made his home. 
And Mastodon and Mammoth later wont to roam : 



When the young Alps were rising from ihe main. 
And icebergs, towering o'er the waters, bore 
Round blocks of granite to the Southern plain. 
From Scandinavia or Siberia's shore : 
For then, like the sharp wind that runs before 
The rising Sun, there fell on the warm Earth 
A sudden chill, forerunning change once more. 
When on Creation dawn'd Man's Eden-birth, 
Mid flowers, and choral birds, in universal mirth. 
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And yet shall come a double change, wherein 
Andes and Caucasus shall cease to be ; 
Man and the records of his pride and sin 
Have perished from this old globe utterly. 
And Earth, like Yenus, from the Southern sea 
Spring, Queen of perfect beauty, with a zone 
Of loveliness undream'd of, fancy free 
To woo new forms, with flush of flowers unknown. 
In coral wreath'd, and crown'd with minerals all her own 



Fitted, and destin'd too, perchance, to hold 
Beings as much above the race of Man, 
As he excels the uncouth monsters old 
Which swarm'd through seas, or crept, or crawl'd, or ran. 
Myriads of years in God's successive plan. 
Ere Adam was : who, where we dare to guess. 
Shall know : where we but darkly grope, shall scan 
Light in its ftdness: where we hope, possess: 
Leam, Vanity, learn. Pride, your transient nothingness I 



For whether back or forward tum'd, we bend, 
Stretch'd to its full, the twangmg bow of Thought, 
With aim at The B^inning or The End, 
The shaft of speculation reacheth not 
The centre; but falls short of the white spot 
Time, like a spectral shadow, glides away : 
Ocean alone in change seems changing not ; 
All else is seen to vibrate, and obey 
Pulse-beats of Reproduction even with Decay. 
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Together would they read through all the wild 
Germania's legends, all Italia's song, 
Drink at pure wells of English undefil'd. 
And saunter gaily through the Classic throng : 
All sports that make man beautiful and strong 
Together practise ; whether on the wave 
To row, or run or ride the plains along ; 
Or in cold springs the brawny shoulders lave. 
Or Winter's glassy ice with easy curves engrave. 



Then, when the mind faints with much longing sick 
After the ideal Beauteous and Sublime, 
When each impression strikes it lightning-quick. 
Together would they visit foreign clime. 
To view the sculptured trophies of old Time, 
And through the wondrous pictured galleries rove. 
Where Painting's Genius in her magic prime. 
When Angelo with Raffael^ strove. 
Sprung perfect, like Minerva from the head of Jove. 



Aye, even so, would Gerald, year by year. 
Build up his fancy's palaces in air : 
Yet oft he view'd his boy with anxious fear. 
His fragile form and fashion seem'd to bear 
Tokens that fiU'd the father with despair. 
He was in sooth a strange and dreamy child. 
Of presence mild and beautifol, but rare 
Smiles lurk'd about his mouth, and when he smil'd 
It seemed the ghost of mirth, so faint the trace and wild. 
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The veins in his pale hands look'd old and blue ; 
His forehead of); was braided o'er with beads 
Globed like the pearly drops of morning dew : 
His cheek was flush'd with that rich pink which feeds 
With hope the credulous heart the while it bleeds : 
And ever as the boy had older grown. 
He wax'd more like a little cloud that speeds 
To mingle with the Heaven to which 'tis blown : 
Seldom he spoke, and much he lov'd to be alone. 



He would sit, hour by hour, with eyes intent 
On an old foKo Bible, where rude Art 
Had given a fanciful embodiment 
To stories that sink into Childhood's heart 
There Joseph's wicked brethren tore apart 
His coat, and led him weeping to the pit : 
There Solomon discover'd by her start 
The Mother's love : there great Goliath bit 
The dust, his haughty front by David's pebble smit 



There the Ark rested upon Ararat, 
When the glad dove had found the rising coast ; 
Beneath his barren gourd there Jonah sat ; 
The Red Sea swallow'd Pharoah and his host : 
The witch of Endor rais'd the shrouded ghost ; 
There Samuel's little knees were bent in pray'r; 
But the boy's eyes and heart delighted most 
In Jacob's dream, where Angels ever fair. 
Ascending aiid descending, fill'd the ladder stair. 

N 
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And oft near home upon the moimtftm side 
He lov'd to watch ihe shadows in their play. 
Like phantoms o'er the siumy heather glide. 
From Mom till Eve, a Hyelong Summer day : 
Unta at seven years' end he pass'd away, 
Propp'd, where he oft had lingered, where a slow 
Black sleepy pocd of Dee beneath him lay. 
Wherein he gazed aye wiirtfiilly as though 
His Mother's face was peering at him from below. 



'^ Hearken," he whispdr'd, " Father, I am heai^ing. 
Do you not hear it too, a choral strain 
Of many Toices round about us sphering, 
Such as the Anirels' sons on Bethel's plain' — 
' Come to TI8, u£ One; is their lefrl, 
' And we will lift yon to the happy home 
' Where dwell the little children vdthout stain, 
* Whom Jesus suffered, when his knees they clombe ; 
' Lo ! a soul say'd ! and joy £Qls HeaVn's unbounded dome. 



' Hosannah I Halldniah ! Peace, and Glory I 
' The high Sun brightens with ftesh majesty ! 
' Star unto star shouts the triumphant story I 
' BlessM are th^ who in their childhood die I 
' Hosannah t Halleluiah I O most High I 
' These are Thy lilhes of the y^ey I Sin 
' Hath not incarnadined their purity I 
' Behold I they toil not, ndther do they spin ; 
^ Untried, their glorious garbs and golden crowns they win I 
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* If Life were like the transient gleam of lightnings 
' That leaves no sear upon the midnight's breast, 

^ A phantom arch's momentary bright'ning 
^ Between two abysses of dreamless rest, 

* Not to be bom into the wotM were best : 

* But since the nnfathomable Will's decree 

' Hath cloth'd the immortal Soul in earthly vest, 

* Thrice blessed they whom Mercy stoops to free, 
* Untempted, unimperill'd, to eternity. 



' O'er dying children little need of rending 
^ The garments, and the wailings of despair : 
^ Sack-cloth and ashes better mark the ending 

* Of old men bow'd by time and worldly care ; 

* For these be hope, and doubt, and sigh, and prayer 
' But for the new-bom, newly dead, up-darting 

^ Unto the realms for ever bright and fair, 

* Into an awM mirth creation starting 

^ Hails to its utmost verge the spirif s glad departing^ 



^ Hosannah I Halleluiah ! that which mortals 
^ Call Death, is but as subde perfume freed 
^ From incense burnt before the temple portals 7 
^ For each Child doth its guardian Angd plead 
^ For Death to follow Life with such kind speed, 
^ That Sin may sully not the virgin Soul : 
* And when the jasper-thron'd One hath decreed 
^ Amen, the waves of glad rejoicing roU 
* Through all the Heav^y host from pde to echoing pole. 

N 2 
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' O^ come unto us, little One; ilie far lands 
^ Of promise^ and the happy isles^ are thine ; 
^ For thee perennial amaranthine garlands 
' The Seraphim and Cherubim entwine ; 
^ For thee is waiting the slain Lamb divine : 
* Come^ little One, behold, we are your minions 
' To waft you straight to His eternal shrine : 
' Nestle, then, fearless on our rushing pimons, 
^ Heir of the deathless, infinite dominions.' " 



And Gerald, in whose circling arms he died. 
Heartbroken bore him to his grave alone ; — 
As when some creeping plant is thrust aside. 
We see the gaping crevice in the stone. 
So love o'er hopelessness had shadowing grown. 
And death disclos'd the ruin and the rent: 
'Twas now he reap'd the whirlwind he had sown : 
His vain heart-yearnings with remorse were blent. 
So forth in search of rest unto the wars he went. 



He reach'd the camp ; but mix'd not with the throng 
Of idlers, who were killing thought and time 
With wassail and light laughter, jest and song : 
He deem'd, or seem'd to deem, such revels crime. 
And kept his lonely tent in that far clime : 
But when the war-shout rose upon the sky. 
His words with reckless levity would chime ; 
And flashing fires swift kindling in his eye 
Told of the inward thoughts of death, not victory. 
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'Twas when the mystic children of Govind, 
Lash'd into fury, rushing from Lahore, 
Threw down the ganntlet to the lords of Ind 
Upon the frighten'd Sutlej boundary shore; 
Then, as a lion at the tiger's roar 
Starts in his lair, and shakes his shaggy mane. 
Uprose the kingly Briton, rous'd to pour 
His terror on the Seikh, and with disdain 
To hurl the invader back from his insulted reign. 



Swift gather'd then old England's fair-hair'd sons. 
And the dusk Sepoy — then was heard the rush 
Of horse and footmen mid the clattering guns. 
All struggUng vanward, in their haste to crush 
The foeman's insolence in its first flush : 
Nor paus'd, till on the eve of battle's hour. 
There fell upon the host that deep heart-hush. 
Strife's silent herald, like the lulls which lower 
O'er Earth, ere wild Monsoon hurls down his awftd power. 



They met : and Moodkee and Ferozshahtir 
Quaked at three*days' conflict: on one side 
Were triumphs in a thousand fields to stir — 
Assaye and Waterloo — ^the warrior's pride : 
Faith in its creed and destiny supplied 
The Ehalsa with a demon's rage and force : 
They met : and on the second even-tide 
The shock was ended not : but fast and hoarse 
Still bellow'd the Seikh guns from their line's crescent course. 
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The weary English lay down^ row by row^ 
Where they had stood and fought^ that fearfiil nighty 
Mix'd with the enemy, while true and low 
The hostile shot, aim'd at their watch-fire's light, 
Dropp'd thick among them— then did England's mi^t 
Seem trembling in the scale, while those who led. 
And those who foUow'd in that stubborn fight. 
Felt at their cheek a strange mysterious dread. 
And look'd around aghast upon the unnumber'd dead. 



Some, in the anxious Council's full debate. 
Doubting the morrow's fortune, urg'd retreat ; 
But the two lion-hearts who rul'd the fate 
Of India, glowiiig with heroic heat, 
Scom'd the base thought, and swift resolv'd to meet 
The mom with battle : then firom out the tent 
Calmly they stept with slow deliberate feet. 
And through the host from rank to rank they went. 
Speaking to all the kind words of encouragement. 



They pass'd about amid the plunging shot, 
Wrapp'd in their war-cloaks ; stopping now to lie 
Down on the cold wet earth, all state forgot, 
Awhile amid the shiverin^r soldiery : 
Now piping »»e »^«»d/h»d a^ : 
And ever where they went, those grey-hair'd two,. 
Doubt vanish'd, and dull-eyed Despondency ; 
And sparks of their own brilliant spirit flew. 
Kindling in every heart like flame their army throu^. 
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They quench'd the watch-fire embers traitor mark 
For the foe's batteries : too late ; for Sale^ 
The gallant one^ had fall'n — ^then all was dark 
And silent, save the clink that told the tale 
Of hammer'd shells, and the low plaintive wail 
And straggles of the wonnded ; and the crj . 
Of sentinels borne sharp upon the gale ; 
And prick-ear'd chargers neighing, as went by 
The vigilant patrol, all still and cautiously. 



Up-starting oft, some soldier to the East 
Would strain his gaze, impatient for the day. 
As though 'twould usher in some long'd for feast. 
While round with lips compress'd his comrades lay, 
Lkt'ning intent to tales of fomer fray. 
Near Gerald sate Hugh Franklyn, bold a lad 
As ever deft through Afighan horse his way. 
And with that voice which makes the brave heart glad 
Like trumpet tones, he told of seig'd Jellalabad. 




" 
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W^t '§Mt of |tllalalta)r. 



'^ Hark! 'twas a shout^ a merry shout, a shout of joj and 
boast. 

Whose echoes went from tent to tent, through all the mvading 

host; 
Till it reach'd our farthest sentinel upon his lonely post: 
And a martial clang of bugles rang, and of trumpets lifted 

high; 
And a gleam of banners waving their scornful blazonry ; 
And a flash of quick artillery burst sudden on the eye. 
Where the distant cannon boom'd with a voice of victory. 



'^ Then we heard a fatal word, that the succour which was 

near. 
Had fail'd to scale the mountain-pass that frown'd upon our 

rear: 
Our warrior brethren conquer'd, bow'd in dust the sword and 

spear; — 
Eye peer'd in eye a moment, in doubt, but not in fear — 
'Twas only for a moment ; for the next right high and clear. 
Our gallant band replied with one universal cheer. 



185 



'^ Up rose our brave old General^ like the Spartan king at bay^ 
Who fiird the gap at ThermsB, till the fourth bloody day : 
He called his Chieftains round him in terrible array : 
Then he spake the words of wisdom with a bearing bold and gay. 
And ask'd his leaders counsel, and not a voice said nay. 



** * Friends, who have fought with, follow'd me, the hour has 
struck at last, 

* To consununate in vengeance the glories of the past : 

* The aid we long have look'd for in death lies drooping low — 
' But little does he know us, our false and felon foe, 

' If like sheep unto the slaughter he thinks that we will go t 

* Should the God of Battles doom us, shall we fall without a 

blow? 

* I look around on flashing eyes that proudly answer-T-No. 



* Who is there now remembers not, when the ramparts we 

had made, 

* By the shock of heaving Earth were all in ruin laid, 

^ Like the fall of the wall, when the Jewish trumpet blew, 
-' How we laboured night and day, till they rose in strength 
anew? 

* Is there one here who forgets how we forc'd the foe to fly 

^ On the march, and in the sally, with our cheering battle cry? 

* Liet our end then like our other deeds be one of chivalry — 

* This night to feast be dedicate, and to brimming winecups 

high— 

* To-morrow, in their ranks we plunge, and in the battle die.' 
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*' That night ail was light in oar tents; the wineflow'd bii^t; 
A smile was on each lip; hands press'd each other tight; 
Anon our brows were bent as of men to peril dight. 
And we steel'd our breasts with matnal words against the 

morrow's fight — 
If we thought for a moment on our mothers and our home. 
Our green and meny England, girt in her belt of foam. 
And her woods and pleasant fields, where we never more might 

roam. 
It was not with repining, for we knew tho' we must die, 
Britain, if we like Britons fell, would bless our memory. 



^' Our sleep was calm and deep, such as only infants know. 
The light-hearted, and warrior in the presence of the foe. 
Till morning brought unto our eyes a fair and goodly show — 
Our colunms form'd in many a deep and bayonet-bristling row; 
Our fiery horsemen mounted, their pennons waving free ; 
Our guns all ready hamess'd for the last day we might see; 
And gafly thus caparison'd, in orderly array. 
We open'd wide our portals, and took our fated way. 
As tho' we were apparell'd §ot some high and festive day. 



'^ Two boys of gallant bearing, e'en with the foremost inan. 
Led on our clouds of skirmisher^, to periA in the van* 
But in vain did he rain, .th^ blood-stain'd AU^bar Ehaii# 
His iron storm upon us, for the welcome signal ran 
From rank unto rank : like a fiaah of light it pass'd 
Through the host from post to post, and our bu^ea Uew a 
blast. 
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^ That was answ^d &r and iiear bj a heurfy British cheer — 
It struck the foeman's heart willi a chill of sudden fear ; 
Then we brought our bayonets down, and we rush'd across 

the plain. 
Like to a mountain-torrent o'er-swoll'n with winter rain: 
All hope to check the course of our mighty force is vain : 
Our path is mark'd with ruin, the dying and the slain — 
Hurrah I hurrah I hurrah I the empty camp we gain. 



'^ Now charge, ye gallant horsemen, charge on the flying 

mass — 
Charge for your fellows murdered in many a treach'rous pass — 
Charge for the widow and the wife, the captive and the dead — 
Charge, charge ye for the memory of those who foully bled — 
Let vengeance nerve each arm, strike home the willing blow- 
Know ye this day no pity, mercy nor quarter show — 



** Four in your shot, ye gunners — ^behold the kte lost train. 
Won by the prowess of our arms, once more is our's again : 
Oh I little did the Affghan, when those guns away he bore. 
Think that their vengeful throats so very soon would pour 
Forth on his own host fiigitive the bellowings of war I 
Cehold our tents and baimers by the fierce barbarian left. 
Trinkets and many a token from our slaughter'd comrades reft — 
WeU done thou noble riv^er, thou hast swept above the lew 
Whom neither shot, nor cavabry, nor bayonets overthrew. 
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** Now shout we all for victory, for we this day are free ; 
Now bow we all the head, and bend we all the knee: 
For the praise, thou God of Battles, is only due to Thee — 
TTiou hast o'erthrown their horsemen. Thou of the mighty arm; 
Thou, Lord of Hosts, hast sav'd us from the peril and the harm: 
The good cause and the right has triumph'd in Thy sight ; 
Like chaff before the wind Thou hast put the foe to flight : 
And those who fell among us Thy mercy sure will save — 
Why should we mourn for Dennie, true-heart and Soldier brave. 
Honour be to his pall, he fills a Soldier's grave !" 



Mom, waking on the mountain-top, half rais'd 
Her sleepy lids from off her dewy eyes. 
And propp'd upon her rosy elbow, gaz'd 
Earthward, far forth among the redd'mng skies : 
But when the Sun's gold disc first 'gan to rise. 
Up-started, huntress-eager, with a bound : — 
Flush after flush her dimpled cheek o'er-dyes : 
She laughs : the plaias return the jocund sound ; 
And her brows flash and gleam, with fiery opals crown'd. 
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Mom came, and with it instant carnage swept, 
Insaliate jret, that inch-contested field. 
Until our islanders the trenches leapt. 
And slew the artillery-men who would not yield 
Round their lov'd guns : then only Victory seai'd 
The bloody rolls of that eventful day : 
While the blue-robed Akalees, not a shield 
Thrown down, retreated scowling from the fray. 
As stalks a wounded tiger sullenly away. 



First in the foray, Gerald rush'd to meet. 
Mid smoke and flame, the sulphur-tainted gale. 
Trampling the foe beneath his charger's feet ; 
He courted danger ; death he seem'd to hail ; 
Till warriors gazing on his course grew pale. 
Men's talk was of his daring — ^who so brave 
As Grerald rush'd upon the ranks of mail? 
Who stemm'd like him dark war's empurpled wave ? 
Liittle they knew he sought, yet vainly sought, a grave. 



By the watch-fires the nightly tale pass'd round. 
How in the bye-gone battle his white plume 
Was seen high nodding on the batteried mound. 
Till lost amid the smoke's fast thick'ning gloom 2 
Still was his voice heard mid the cannon's boom : 
And when the breeze up-lifted that dun screen. 
How through his foes, cleavingr him ample room. 
His IxenchL falchion feU 3, bright, and keen, 
Tor he was pitiless as bold, their ranks between. 
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How, single on the bridge, he kept at bay 
The adyancing column till the arch behind, 
Blown into air, denied his backward waj ; 
Then as the ranks rosh'd on, with fary blind. 
To slaj the opposer, still the hero's mind 
Of perilous escape once chance espied^ 
And cleaving at his bridle rein the hind. 
He plong'd his madden'd war-horse o'er the side^ 
And brav'd willi all his panoply the roaring tid& 



How when the foeman hung upon their rear,. 
In the retreat his charger oft he wheerd. 
Scattering the van-guard like the God of Fear, 
To those a flaming sword, to these a shield ; 
How in the bivouac, or tented field. 
He wander'd, while his weary comrades slept. 
When, like a restless spirit un-aneled^ 
Fast the lone sentinel his figure swept; 
And though not all believed, 'twas whisper'd that he wept 



How through Sobraon's embrasures he rode. 
While rock'd the surging tumult to and fi*o. 
And many a Seikh the topmost rampart strode. 
Still pointing to the cannoneers below, 
Wh^re thickest press'd and thronged their fair-hair'd foe; 
And shouting ** Nanoo" for his battle cry. 
Fell that old faithftd chief, whose robes' white flow 
Token'd his dedicated vow to die, 
Unfearing, save to taint his name with treachery. 
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At length victoriouB Peace crown'd Britain^s arms ; 
And Gerald liv'd — omen's wonder and their praise; 
But Peace for him spread not her bomiteous charms. 
Nor could the laurell'd chaplet's deathless rays 
Blot out the restless thoughts of other days. 
Home he retum'd, to kneel before ibe throne ; 
To rise a Knight— to fix men's eager gaze- 
Soon in his breast a high resolve had grown — 
Well should his name in senate as in war be known. 



His was the stately form, the lightning eye. 
The nameless majesty of mien that stills 
The prattler into deep anxiety ; 
His the impassion'd eloquence, that thrills 
Through breasts which with its purposes it fills ; 
His the tones modulated, ringing, clear. 
That sink into men's souls, against their wills; 
And when he rose to speak, his foes in fear 
Shrunk at his outstretch'd arm and deadly withering sneer. 



He was hail'd Patriot; for his voice was hurl'd 
In indignation, mix'd with just lament. 
Against the mi^ty tyrants of the world, 
The stale old fashion'd forms of government. 
Tottering with age, by many a fissure rent 
With specious sophistry as strange as new 
He argued, and his energies were bent 
On themes that over-heated fancy drew : 
Surely, he thought, the hand can build which overthrew I 
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The Constitution had grown out of date — 
Unsuited to men's fashions and their taste^ 
Twas in a most dilapidated state. 
And patching, not rebuilding, was mere waste — 
Thus spake he of that glorious fabric plac'd 
Upon the rock, whose basements erst were planned 
By the most wise ; whose walls, still undefac^d. 
Cemented by the blood of a brave band. 
Rise the World's wonder, and the boast of British land. 



Not that he sought the favour of the crowd. 
Or loud-tongu'd fickle popularity. 
Like the mean demagogues who oft have bow'd. 
And cring'd before the Multitude, to buy 
Their voices, but to raise themselves on high : 
Wretches, whose sacrilegious hands would tear. 
So it but pamper'd their own vanity, 
Down hearth and temple, to lay waste and bare 
This England's garden'd homes, and leave a desert there. 



But Gerald, as oft happens in our youth. 
Ere Wisdom, leaning on the staff of Thought, 
Hath touch'd our shoulder, dreamt of good and truth 
Perfect and equal : so he vainly sought 
Schemes such as theoretic Plato taught. 
Or that French Abb& ever had at hand : 
Now, mirage-dim, a New Atlantis wrought ; 
Now waved, Aladdin-like, his fancy's wand. 
And saw in one day Rome rise new at his command. 
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Years had flown by, but Gerald yet was young. 
And high-bom damsels felt their bosoms bum 
For those pale lips where soft persuasion hung. 
And sigh'd with passion which met no return. 
'Tis strange how Fortune flies to those who spurn 
Most, all the treasure of her glittering hoard — 
His uncle's ashes resting in their um. 
Fresh titles, honours, wealth, for him were pour'd ; 
And the Lord Hubert smil'd when flatterers lisp'd "my Lord," 



He smil'd ; but 'twas the bitter smile of scorn ; 
What could he reck forsooth of titled name ? 
He, the admir'd of all ; the nobly-born — 
His sword was his nobQity and fame; 
Eloquence to Time's peerage was his claim — 
Crowds cring'd/when pass'd the warrior-statesman by- 
Poor men long'd for his luck in this life's game ; 
And all alike, joining the general cry. 
Bade him ride on in honour and prosperity. 



Tea ! Honour sat upon him, and became 
Part of his very being, with a play 
Of sudden majesty — so, touch'd with flame 
At sunset, on a burning Summer day, 
A pale cloud, sailing on its lonely way. 
Puts on its crimson robe, and rides on high, 
ReAilgent in its fiery-edg'd array : 
Its golden splendour dazzles every eye : 
It shines a mass of light, the glory of the sky — 
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Here shall we drop the curtain on oar play ? 
No ; once more, Muse^ yet once more paint the scene ; 
Then to thy native hills and founts away^ 
YHiere Aganippe flows o'er all the green. 
And Helicon's lone mountain owns the queen : 
Or to the rocks that stud Castalia's streams ; 
Or to the woods that dark Aonia screen ; 
Where, with thy tuneful sisters hid, thy dreams 
May conjure up in rest than these more worthy themes. 



Oft, in the halls of mirth and soft delight. 
Observers mark'd Earl Hubert's wayward mood ; 
They said his brow grew sometimes black as night; 
But 'twas not strange his patriot mind should brood 
Upon his fellows' wrongs, or country's good. 
Tet there was something in his straining gaze. 
His rigid limbs, that fixt as marble stood. 
Which fill'd the idle gazers with amaze ; 
They did not know the story of his early days. 



So stands the sailor on the storm-lash'd deck. 
With breath so in-drawn, and with eye so bent 
Through mid-night gloom, the while his mastless wreck. 
The cordage snapt in twain, the canvass rent. 
The rudder gone, and all his forces spent. 
Drives hopeless, coastward, o'er the boiling sea ; 
He views the crag, horridly prominent, 
Scarce beyond touch, loom dark upon his lee ; 
And in a moment lives whole years of agony. 
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One ever present^ all-absorbing thought 
Fill'd his whole soul, and froze along his veins 
The curdling current of his blood, a lot 
Like his, the wretch, whom fear of death constrains 
By suicidal hands to end his pains. 
Him, the grim object of each moment's dread 
Grips with an iron grasp, and lonely reigns 
O'er the prone mind, a desert void and dead 
To other forms — one Terror lords it in their stead. 



Yea, it had strangled in its giant strength 
All other thoughts, until it came to be 
Mysteriously the Man himself at length ; 
So in the islands of the Southern sea. 
The creeping Rata twines about the tree 
Its snake-like circles with rel^itless might. 
Folding o'er trunk and branches silently. 
Until it, crushing down the heart outright. 
Stands sole usurper now, so late a parasite. 



None in his lonely chamber saw him steep 
His sense in opimi — cure first snatch'd from Hell — 
Winning awhile a dubious drowsy sleep. 
Where weary Restlessness stood sentinel 
Close by his couch, with measur'd pace that fell 
Like mourners' footsteps some new grave beside ; 
And dreams which his firm mind might not repel, 
Reveal'd a form from which he could not hide; 
His bosom held a guest that would not be denied : 
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His spirit to a spirit's form of fear 
Was loek'd in an undying cold embrace. 
Like one imprison'd in an icy sphere — 
So were the dead and living face to face 
Chain'd by the tjrrant of the Etruscan race* 
Oh 1 torture oflspring of a demon mind — 
See how the victim writhes in vain to chase 
His cursed fellowship— The grave shall find 
His earliest peace — all other hope is left behind. 



A flame was ever burning mid the gloom 
Deep cavern'd in his solitary heart. 
As fabled lamp in century-hid tomb, 
O'er death its quenchless gleam doth faintly dart 
For Memory still is Conscience' prey : no art 
Can the Soul, fiigitive, put forth at will. 
Like hawked-at butterfly, when on her start 
Stooping the humming bird intent to kill. 
She shuts her mealy vans, and is invisible. 



Horror of horrors — oft when evening's gloom 
Distorted all things round, a phantom shade 
Gaz'd on him from the comers of the room. 
With haggard looks, dank locks in tangled braid. 
And sere-clothes, dripping from the wave, arrayed ; 
Then, as he rose, and vainly sought to speak. 
With moving lips, clasp'd hands, as one who pray'd. 
The flesh fell piece-meal from each bony cheek. 
And from each eyeless socket gleam'd a flamy streak. 
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Change, study, leisure, gaiety were tried — 
He read — ^the phantom stood beside his chair ; 
He travell'd — ^it was seated by his side ; 
He walk'd — ^before, it floated in the air : 
He saw it every hour, and everywhere ; 
Save when he slept ; and then his fever'd dreams 
Were fiU'd with sounds, and sights, and monsters rare ; 
Heart broken sobs, low moanings, fearful screams. 
And glow-worm-lighted ghosts, bending o'er oozy streams. 



Then, starting wildly with first conscious breath. 
He shudder'd, as his thoughts unbidden flew * 
To the corporeal agonies of death ; 
The writhing limbs ; the forehead's clammy dew. 
The sharpening features, and the changing hue : 
He fancied the skill'd hands of those who thrive 
By death, the winding sheet about him drew — 
He heard the screws deep through the coffin drive ; 
He felt himself let down into the grave, aliva 



Then thoughts on thoughts swept surging o'er his mind. 
Tumultuous as Ocean's billowy W6ll; 
Fancies, where utter dreariness combin'd 
With grandeur, such as pen may never tell ; 
Vast as the vapoury clouds where lightnings dwell. 
Terrific as the fumes that wrapp'd in night 
The land, when darkness upon Egypt fell. 
Or the pall shroudmg the Volcano's height 
Ere on the buried Cities bursts its hell-born might. 
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Up swarm'd the ancient bnfldings of the Past, 
Memphis and Thebes; proud Sidon; gorgeous Tyre; 
Then, white-robed Vestals glided endless past 
Willi palms cross'd on their breasts, and eyes of fire; 
Then, organ-strains peal'd forth, with the loud quire 
Swelling from depths of Earth asonder rent: 
Then breath'd the low wail of the (Eolian lyre. 
With shrieks and groans of wounded soldiers blent. 
And sighs, sobs, laughter, screams, in strange entanglement 



Then stretched out boundless plains of bumii^ sand, 
Wherfe the strain'd eye rov'd round with glare c^press^d : 
Huge level sheets of water without land. 
Sad in the sameness of their tranquil rest: 
Long lines of coast where pois'd waves reared their crest. 
Ever about to tumble into foam : 
Gold-flaming battlements in Sunset dress'd ; 
Styles of the Goth and Moor, and Greece and Rome ; 
Column, and tower, and aisle ; arch, minaret, and dome. 



Now he was crouching in the hideous pit 
Of Tycho, where* the Moon's face, rent in twain. 
Is downward sheer three thousand fathoms split ; 
A chasm whose mighty vastness might contain 
Those Earth-bom Giants who assail'd Jove's reign, 
Enceladus and Typhon, doom'd to groan 
And struggle there for ever, but in vain, 
'Neath Chimborazo in upon them thrown, 
With Teneriffe's high peak, and Mont Blanc's mass of stcme ; 
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Prison^ from out whose mouth's wide circled gape^ 
And from whose well-like precipice-dropt walls^ 
Scarp'd as when riven firsts leaps no escape^ 
And on whose depths such ghastly silence falls^ 
As man hath not conceiv'd^ and heart appals : 
By which the desert^ Ocean-solitudes, 
The forest-hush, and loneliness that thralls 
The Prairie-swell, and o'er the Pampas broods, 
Is as the populous voice of cities' multitudes. 



For there, no hum of bee, no song of bird. 
No leaflet rustling in the summer air. 
No trickling riU, no falling fount is heard; 
No lizard running o'er the surface bare; 
No busy ant, wearing her path of care ; 
No spray-tipp'd wavelets lisping to the breeze ; 
Nor echo, shade, nor life was ever there ; 
But each revolving month alternate sees 
i weeks of glaring suns, and two of nights that 



Millions of sleepless years roll'd o'er his head 
In an eye's twinkling ; but to his fix'd gaze. 
Whether day's sunbeams were upon him shed. 
Parching his fever'd blood with their fierce blaze. 
Or moonless night froze him with icy rays. 
Shot through the black skies from the starry sheen, 
A human face, crown'd with a halo's haze. 
Was as a presence rather felt than seen. 
Its smile so tender-sad, its eyes so kind yet keen. 
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Or between Saturn and his golden ring. 
Which compasseth the planet with a torn 
Of spinning motion of so swift a swing. 
Thought cannot follow it, or eye discern ; 
Where unimaginable splendours bum. 
Like glory circling a celestial throne ; 
The satellites high-tossing each her urn 
Of opal-flashing light about the zone. 
Like India's fiery flies mid evening branches blown 



He saw, dread sight, the ideal form and type 
Stretch'd maplike out, of the whole human race. 
From its first Genesis, till Judgment ripe. 
Much fashion'd like a pyramid, whose base 
Immense seem'd somewhat shadow'd in dim space ; 
But up to Eve, by a thin blood red cord 
Which pass'd through all their bodies, he could trace 
Man's lineage by the simplest clue restor'd ; 
King ending soon in beggar : beggar sireing lord. 



The mass was such as dreaming fever weaves, 
A restless phantom of uncertain form. 
To and fro swaying like the forest leaves 
Bowing in myriads to the sweeping storm. 
Waves, or wind-shaken corn-fields, or the swarm 
Of moats, or gnats that dance i' the Summer air. 
Inexplicable death-in-life, where warm 
The light fell on cold shadow, and the fair 
Smooth brow of youth seem'd furrowing o'er with embryo care. 
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And ever from the sea of billowy light, 
Surg'd buoyant up the human face divine. 
Like corpses Ocean-drown'd, whom the third night 
Has rais'd, the head and shoulders o'er the brine. 
Still o'er them, dazzled by their flickering shine, 
He stagger'd on, condemned to seek in vain 
Those fond eyes which his image used to shrine — 
Around, around, his bloodshot glances strain. 
While his jaw shakes with fear, o'er all the dismal plain : 



For every countenance was still as Death ; 
Each eye was clos*d with that sleep's signet seal. 
Which shuts it ere with first-drawn vital breath 
The mysteries of Life themselves reveal : 
But ever as they shrank beneath his heel. 
The faces oped their eye-lids languidly ; 
And with a gaze his very soul could feel. 
Some silent frown'd on him, some heav'd a sigh. 
Some pray'd, some wept, some curs'45 some shriek'd with agony. 



And sometimes on the other side o' the grave. 
Though body-clogged, his path lay where two stars, 
Alcor and Mizar, round each other wave. 
His balanc'd arms stretch'd stiffer than steel-bars. 
O'er an edge sharper than a scymitar's. 
Which bridg'd the impenetrable gulfs below : 
O'er-head, bright spirits wheel'd their golden cars 5 
But underneath, threats, meanings, sail'd up slow 
From Desolation's regions of Eternal Woe. 
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And on a sudden^ with a snake-like hiss, 
A comet, with its misty-flaming hair, 
Rush'd swift across the bottomless abyss. 
Up-lighting half the kingdoms of Despair : 
And midway down he sees that face so fair 
Up tum'd with pitying eyes that seem to weep : 
Sense swims: he totters: grasps with fingers bare 
The trenchant arch : hangs : tumbles through the deep. 
Falling, for ever falling, down the dreary steep. 



Boldly did Grerald face his ills awhile. 
But the mind such slow tortures could not brook ; 
So, soon around his Eps a vacant smile 
Play'd ; his eyes wore a wild yet senseless look. 
One day from home a stranger's hand he took. 
And playing with his shining buttons, said, 
" Swear by our ancient friendship on this book " — 
He tendered an old glove — "when I am dead 
To cleave my heart in twaiuj or split this throbbing head." 



'Twas known — opposing statesmen smiling griev'd : 
From Minister to Minister it ran — 
'Twas sad — ^but too good luck to be believ'd — 
He would not thwart again a single plan — 
And many a friend who knew the wealthy man. 
And oft had envied all his worldly bliss. 
Less for a change of states to wish began — 
Compar'd their lots, nor thought his own amiss^ — 
How had the Patriot eam'd so hard a fate as this ? 
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Oh I worse than every ill the up-lifted rod 
Of ire can scourge into the bodily frame I 
Oh ! signal mark of an offended God^ 
Insanity^ thou mind-consuming flame I 
Dread power, whom, shuddering, men forbear to name ! 
Oh ! grave of reason ; manhood's burial place ! 
How dost Thou teach us turn the eye of shame 
On all our daily deeds, deeds which deface 
The heavenly image stampt upon our human race. 



************** 
**************** 



In a lone house hemm'd by a lofty wall. 
Which like a barrier against Pity stood, 
Time-chink'd, and damp, and tottering to its fall. 
Behold a man confin'd in solitude. 
He liv'd on water and the plainest food ; 
Sometimes, though rarely, to himself he talk'd — 
Two men of stalwart strength of limb, and rude 
By nature, close behind his footsteps stalk'd. 
When down the gravel paths, choked up with weeds, he walk'd. 
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His eyes were mostly fix'd upon the ground ; 
His hands were ftunbling still with faded flowers ; 
His ears seem'd careless of each passing sound ; 
Nor would he smile, save when he watch'd the showers 
Raise pigmy fleets upon the pond for hours. 
Sometimes from out his breast a lock of hair 
He pluck'd, mumbling the while of streams and bowers^ 
In phrase confiis'd ; he danc'd it in the air. 
And on it fix'd his gaze, but reason was not there. 



Or ofl, when stormiest winds of winter howl'd. 
Like moans of the departed, through the sky ; 
When clouds o'er charg'd with threatening darkness scowl'd. 
Fierce spirit flame-like glared forth from his eye ; 
And Heaven's red thunderbolts he would defy 
With menacing clench'd hands and curse abhorr'd ; 
Or breaking loose, and shrieking " Mabel " fly 
Through pool, and briar, and bramble, far abroad. 
While those two men pursued with thongs of eager cord- 



Oft too, in sununer, through the ntsty gate 
A curious crowd of village boys would peer. 
With open mouths and eyes, but scarcely wait 
His coming, e're they scamper'd off in fear — 
At his dread name the infant check'd its tear; 
And men that death-like mansion silent past. 
Till one bright mom a simple pall-clad bier 
On walk, and wall, its passing shadow cast,^ 
And the poor maniac's spirit was at rest at last 
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'Tis whisper'd, that awhile before he died. 
Returning reason claim'd the hours her own ; 
When the good village pastor sought his side. 
Preaching repentance ; faith in Christ alone — 
Sudden their arms were round each other thrpwn. 
Like brethren meeting after many years 
Of separation o'er their heads have flown. 
When the remember'd voice thrills in their ears — 
So they, each clasping other, mingled now their tears. 



** And thus abruptly does your journey end? 
And is it thus that we two meet again ? 
Long lost companion, dearest, earliest friend, 
The chosen one from all the careless train. 
Whose school-boy shouts were heard on Ida's plain : 
How has my heart trembled in after days. 
When men rehears'd your deeds in the campaign : 
How has it bounded when I heard your praise ; 
How triumph 'd in your glory's full meridian blaze. 



^* Yet with a constancy which not delay. 
Neglect, vain hope, nor absence could destroy. 
How have I pray'd that there might come a day. 
When we should hail again our former joy. 
The man renew the feelings of the boy — 
When leaving rank and pleasure's loftier dome, 
Tir'd of thpse pomps which for awhile decoy. 
You might seek out, perchance partake my home. 
And hand in hand through life Gerald and William roam. 
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•^ For well I knew you never could forget. 
Though their clear brightness for a time might fade. 
Times which I yearn for still with fond re^et. 
Our school-boy times, when we together stray'd 
Through each long left but well remember'd glade I 
What can the specious, hollow, world, forsooth. 
Give for the innocent intercourse that made 
The chief, the fresh, peculiar charm of youth ? 
Live then, in pity, Gerald, live for me and Truth." — 



More the good pastor, for his heart was ftdl. 
Had said, but that in everlasting sleep 
The gaze that met his own was growing dull. 
And that he felt a shuddering tremor creep 
Through the worn hand o'er which he knelt — ^to weep : 
When Grerald sobb'd with fidnt and broken sighs, 
** Too late, dear William — as we sow — ^we reap — 
Mark your oytvl course — and his — ^the wretch who dies." 
Hush, hush, his early fijend stoops o'er to close his eyes. 



Glasp'd in his right hand, when its death-caress. 
Not without toil was loosen'd, lo I they found 
A lock of hair, a sunny silken tress. 
Between the interlacing fingers wound ; 
And in his palm a Grecian jet-cross bound 
O'er with a chain of silver — William press'd 
The relics, ere they laid him in the ground. 
Under the shroud, on Gerald's naked breast. 
And they were carried forth with his dead heart to rest 
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Tis done ; with him went down into the dust 
The titled line whose sires had iill'd a throne : 
No sculptured epitaph^ no marble bust. 
Points where he lies unhonour'd and alone. 
Far in a village church-yard, all unknown. 
Where o'er it weeds and two dwarf fir-trees wave. 
Just rais'd above the soil, there lies a stone. 
Whose date and deep initials scarcely save 
The record for awhile of lordly Gerald's grave. 
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Home, Gendes, home, — ^This dying jstrain but lingers 
Around the verse that louder music bore. 
As quivering harjKJords vibrate when the fingers 
That woke their sweetness strike the strings no more. 
Home, gentles, home — this simple tale is o'er — ' 
Though in its course it draws from distant climes. 
The story springs not from a foreign shore ; 
Tho' fables of past years adorn its rhymes. 
It speaks to present men, their habits, and their times. 



If ye have felt awhile for others' sorrow, 
Moum'd for then- errors, mingled with their pains. 
If pity, bom to-day, dies not to-morrow. 
But a fresh strength from fresh reflection gains. 
Not unrewarded are your poet's strains. 
What loftier joy will throufijh his bosom shoot. 
If as ye wander o'er these flowery plains. 
Ye mark what morals fix their deep-struck root. 
And turning o'er the leaves, find ripe and pleasant fruit 
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Long hath he led you by the tranquil river, 
In twflight shades, and morning's twinkling dews, 
By paths that wind, and forest trees that quiver 
In the low breezes, by his errant muse. 
Each of these silent things to those who choose 
To listen, many a deep-toned lesson saith — 
Then one by one has he revealed you views. 
Raising them all by magic fancy's breath. 
Of innocence, joy, guilt, and bitterness, and death. 



Home, Gentles, home— fast flag the Muse's pinions. 
Much wearied with the unusual length and speed. 
Which through Imagination's fair dominions 
Bore her; they droop, and she would fain be freed — 
Nor need she mark what those who run may read. 
That sometimes e'en on Earth man cannot fly 
Just retribution for the sinful deed — 
But, oh ! be sure there is a God on high — 
Vengeance is mine," he saith, the Lord who cannot lie. 
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